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Preface 

These  sketches  were  written  by  students  in  my 
three  sections  of  English  Composition  this  fall,  1973. 
They  are  about  the  little  things— the  little  truths,  or 
if  truth  is  too  strong  a  word  for  you,  the  little  impressions 
we  all  share  in  common .   And  because  these  sketches  are  well 
written,  they  give  to  these  ordinary  things  a  poignancy;  they 
bring  new  life  to  them.   Good  writing  is  like  the  dawn.   The 
sun  manages  to  rise  every  day  and  it's  the  same  old  sun  rising 
but  yet  it's  never  the  same  and  it  never  fails  to  stir  us. 
As  Emerson  put  it,  works  of  originality  give  us  back  our 
own  opinions,  but  they  come  back  to  us  with  a  certain  'alienated 
majesty. : 

How  does  the  writer  make  the  ordinary  extraordinary, 
how  does  he  bring  alive  again  the  old  truths?  Well,  each 
sketch  in  this  book  should  have  its  own  way  of  telling  how. 
Each  writer  is  an  individual  and  this  quality  in  him,  if  he 
is  writing  well,  will  tint  the  obvious  and  the  ordinary  with 
a  certain  strangeness  and  so  give  them  a  charm  and  presence 
they  ordinarily  do  not  have.  But  what  is  this  individuality? 
As  I  say,  each  sketch  must  have  its  own  way  of  telling  you 
what  that  is.   Perhaps,  part  of  it  is  the  way  the  writer 
ranges  from  the  understated  to  the  stated  to  the  exaggerated. 

There  are,  of  course,  certain  principles  the  writer 
uses  in  restoring  to  us  our  own.   There  is  the  abstract  and 
the  concrete  in  our  perceptions  and  ne'er  the  twain  shall  meet. 
The  gap  is  between  the  spiritual  and  the  material  and  it  can 
never  be  spanned.   But  in  our  attempt  to  express  the  abstract 
or  to  express  the  concrete  we  throw  across  this  gap  the  tenta- 
tive lines  of  metaphor.   One  of  the  writers  in  this  book, 
for  example,  says  that  a  daisy  in  bloom  and  blowing  in  the 
field  is  'boasting. :   It's  as  if  it  were  boasting.   That's 
a  graceful  metaphor,  but  of  course  the  daisy  really  isn't 
boasting.  We  recognize  that  quality  about  daisies  blowing 


in  the  wind/  we've  noticed  that  a  million  times,  but  it  comes 
alive  again  in  a  special  way  because  it  is  suffused  in  a  new 
and  strange  relation. 

Another  principle  the  writer  uses  is  that  of 
specificity.   The  faLric  of  our  thought  is  woven  of  generali- 
zations because  we  are  constantly  spinning  them.  We  can't 
help  ourselves.   The  trouble  with  generalizations,  however, 
is  they  distort  reality  by  over-simplification.  Wasn't  it 
William  Blake  who  said,  r He  who  generalizes  is  an  idiot. :   Of 
course,  Blake  knew  we  need  to  think  like  an  idiot  sometimes 
or  we  should  never  get  the  inkling  of  an  idea  of  the  great 
scope  of  things.   The  big  picture.   Blake  knew  that  as  you 
widen  the  lens  things  get  fuzzy.,  but  he  was  a  great  generalizer. 
For  isn't  his  statement  we've  just  quoted  one  hell  of  a  generali- 
zation itself?  He  just  wanted  to  correct  that  tendency  in  all 
of  us  to  overgeneralize.  Well,  the  writer  by  .changing  to 
specific  terms  the  generalizations  we  all  share  in  common 
restores  us  to  those  subtle  complexities  and  dimensions  we've 
been  holding  too  long  in  the  gaseous  state.   All  of  a  sudden 
we  start  under  the  weight  and  shape  and  texture  of  reality. 

And  finally,  there  is  the  way  the  writer  uses  his 
ear  or,  to  be  fancy  about  it,  his  oral  imagination.  When  I 
was  proofreading  these  sketches  would  you  believe  I  couldn't 
find  one  single  grammatical  error,  one  single  rhetorical  or 
stylistic  weakness.   As  far  as  punctuation  is  concerned  I 
think  I  put  in  two  semi  colons,  and  a  dozen  commas.   For  fresh- 
man writers,  I  know,  this  will  seem  to  some  impossible.   Aren't 
freshmen  in  need  of  all  sorts  of  instruction  and  correction 
and  admonition  in  these  matters?  Well  yes,  if  they  don't  use 
their  ear.   But  the  point  is  these  writers  in  this  book  used 
their  ear.   Their  sentences  are  caught  on  the  wing;   they 
caught  in  words  on  paper  the  syntax  of  talk.   If  the  reader 
wants  to  enjoy  these  sketches  he  had  better  listen  for  the 
talk  sounds  of  the  sentences.   They  are  there.   My  advice  to 
someone  reading  these  pieces  is  to  read  at  first  one  or  two 
aloud  to  get  the  swing  of  the  sentences.   Read  them  the  way 
they  were  written. 

Sentences  written  with  the  ear..., you  say  this 
about  them,   Yeah,  I  know  how  he'd  say  that."   These  sentences 
have  precision.   :3There's  no  mistaking  her  tone,rr  we  say. 

ii. 


T7ith  the  speaking  tones  of  voice  we  achieve  a  precision  that 
approximates  the  precision  of  mathematics  but  that  has  a 
range  of  expressiveness  for  outstripping  mathematics.   It 
is  this  precision  which  gives  the  writer's  thoughts,  familiar 
as  they  are,  a  nev7  sharpness  and  drama . 

Good  written  sentences  are  those  you  can  hear,  bad 
ones  are  those  you  can't-   You  know  what  I  mean,  for  all  of 
us  have  run  across  prolix,  redundant  traffic  jams  of  words, 
words  tripping  over  themselves  and  each  other  and  who  nave 
no  business  in  the  sentence  in  the  first  place-  sentences 
put  together  the  way  they  put  together  Latin  or  Greek  sentences 
without  ever  hearing  them  in  the  head.   Ho  one  ever  heard  Latin 
or  Greek  spoken,  so  you  can  forgive  the  classical  scholars, 
but  English  speakers „ . . .Strange,  for  young  people  sentences 
that  sound  like  talk  come  easy  in  writing.   I  think  young 
people  if  their  writing  is  not  corrupted  by  their  betters, 
could  say  more  often  about  their  sentences  than  their  betters 
could,  what  Emerson  said  about  his  owns   "Cut  these  sentences 
and  they  bleed." 


I  would  like  to  thank  the  student  committee  that 
made  the  selections  for  this  book,  and  Wendy  Anderson  who 
helped  run  off  the  stencils.   I  am  especially  grateful  to 
Marian  Rahaim,  who  did  all  the  typing  and  who,  throughout 
the  years,  has  done  always  so  much. 
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Gone  Forever 

I  have  seen  a  world  that  kept  me  from  the  cold.   It  wiped 
my  nose-  dried  my  tears ,  gave  me  love  and  fun  and  warmth*   Toy 
soldiers  fought  my  battles ,  bore  my  cross.   Evil  was  bleached 
snow  white,  and  never  was  it  soiled.   Nobody  hurt,  nobody 
killed,,  no  pain,  no  blood,  no  sine 

Story  book  characters  would  visit  me  in  my  sleep.   Dogs 
talked,  cats  flew,  chickens  danced.   Bad  guys  would  bow  to 
Superman,  Batman,  the  Lone  Ranger.   Excitement  would  take 
charge  at  Christmas  and  New  Year.   Ice  cream  caught  my  fancy , 
soda  quenched  my  thirst. 

Minutes  passed,,  days  marched  on,  years  crept  by,  never 
stood  still.   Now  I  have  no  one  to  wipe  my  nose,  fight  my 
battles.   The  cross  lies  on  my  back  with  evil  darkening  every 
corner.   People  suffer,  bleed  and  die  in  sin.   Dogs  bite,  cats 
scratch,  chickens  are  breaded  and  eaten.   My  hero's  disappeared 
in  the  TV  screen.   Christmas  and  New  Year  mean  but  another  year 
has  passed.   I  stay  hungry  and  thirsty,  not  from  lack  of  food. 
The  world  that  once  was  has  been  and  now  is  gone  forever. 

William  Mcintosh 


Hey!   Hey!   Look!    Look  at  that. 

What!  What!  Where,  look  at  what?  Where? 

Her,  over  there.   At  her,  over  by  the  bar,  the  sexy  one 
with  the  blonde  hair. 

Wow! .  .  .She's  beautiful,  fantastic. 

Yeh  man,  you  can  say  that  again.   She  sure  is.   Boy  has 
she  got  arthritis .. .Will  you  look  at  the  gunners  on  her.... 

Yeh... She  must  be  packin"  38 's... I  sure  as  hell  wouldn't 
mind  being  shot  at  by  those.. .Oh  man,  yeh.  Bang!  Bang! 

Hey!   Ya  know  what  I  heard  about  her? 

What !  What ! 

Well,  it's  only  a  rumor,  but  I  heard  she6 11  give  you  one 
hell  of  a  good  time  and  she's  even  better  when  she's  drunk. 
If  ya  know  what  I  mean. 

Really!   Hmmmm. . .Really  now.   Well,  it's  been  nice  talkin 
to  ya ,  but «... 

Hey!   Where  you  goin'? 

Well,  ya  see  there's  someone  I  have  to  be  buying  a  drink. 

Key,  wait  just  a  minute,  you're  movin'  in  on  my  territory. 

Oh  really  now,  well  we'll  see,  we'll  see.... 

Larry  Katon 


Sailing  Into  Summer 

The  pier  was  crowded  with  sightseeing,  picture-taking 
tourists ,  fishermen  tending  to  their  docked  boats  and  little 
boys  in  rolled-  up  jeans  and  bare  feet  catching  crabs  below* 

The  golden  sun  and  salty  on-shore  breeze  mingled  with  and 
energized  our  lustful  summer  souls  and  without  words  we 
scrambled  down  the  plank  and  hopped  aboard  our  vessel,  let 
loose  the  restraints,  and  hoisted  sail. 

Maneuvering  the  boat  slowly,  our  impatience  swelling  in- 
side, we  made  it  around  the  dock,  out  past  the  other  boats , 
into  the  channel  and  glided  crisply  around  Indian  Neck  into 
the  sparkling  blue  waters  of  Cape  Cod  Bay!   Sailing  clear  now, 
we  were  free  and  our  hearts  bound  out  upon  the  wind  that  filled 
our  sail  and  carried  us  away'   Our  eyes  met  and  shone  with  the 
sense  of  excitement,  an  eternal  energy  flowing  through  us 
from  some  internal  wellspring. 

Perhaps  we  would  sail  to  Provincetown,  or  Barbados,,   It 
didn't  matter  if  we  only  went  as  far  as  Great  Island  to  lay 
naked  in  the  white  sand  under  the  hot  sun  and  swim  the  Atlantic 
waters  and  then  to  return  in  the  evening,  changed. 

Douglas  Caves 


Bad  Aim 

It  was  late,  Dave  was  by  tne  sink,  while  Gloria,  half 
immersed  in  the  refrigerator,  was  scanning  the  contents  for 
something  tantalizing. 

Dave,  beginning  to  feel  a  bit  impatient,  suggested,  "Hot/ 
about  a  bowl  of  Wheaties?  Everything  in  there  is  potential 
pig  food.' 

Gloria  slowly  straightened.   Still  sandwiched  by  the  door 
of  the  refrigerator,  she  playfully  juggled  a  raw  egcr  in  her 
right  hand  as  she  teasingly  looked  at  her  husband." 

Nervously  shaking  his  head,  he  said,  c Humph,  you  wouldn't, 
you  wouldn ' t  dare . : 

Gloria  let  fly.   She  wasn't  much  of  an  aim„   The  would- 
be  fried  egg  clung  to  every  possible  part  of  the  room.   Dave 
was  merely  grazed  at  the  wrist.   Kis  agile  movement  saved  him. 
Kis  eyes  popped  and  mouth  wide,  "You  fool!   you  crazy  nut I  s 
Taking  off  his  shirt  and  balling  it,  "'What  the  hell's  the 


3. 

matter  with  you?  You've  flipped!   Look  at  this  messl"   As  he 
passed,  he  threw  his  shirt  at  the  hysterical  pile.   Gloria 
doubled  up  from  laughter  and  unable  to  utter  anything  in- 
telligent ,  aggravated  him. 

"I  hope  that  flaky  brain  of  yours  realizes  that  you  have 
to  scrape  that  poor  chicken  off  the  toaster ,  can  opener , 
cabinets,  floors,  walls,  windows. . . .Ah  shit,  look  at  the 
damn  ceiling.   You  ASS  I " 

The  more  he  talked  the  louder  her  laughter  grew. 

After  regaining  her  composure,  and  unfolding  her  aching 
body,  she  surveyed  the  aftermath,  yellow  streaks  were  notice- 
able in  many  a  place. 

Dave,  now  in  bed,  "Hey,  screw  topi   You  know,   you  missed 
me!i: 

!iDid  not,  caught  the  side  of  your  arm,  that's  what  made 
the  egg  shatter . :1 

Dave,  having  a  delayed  reaction,  started  to  come  apart. 
Laughter  and  an  occasional  squeak  from  the  bed  was  all  that 
could  be  heard;  the  sound  echoed  through  the  entire  apartment. 

"Hal  Hal  Are  you  coming  to  bed?  Ha!  Halc: 

'In  a  while.'  (and  in  a  half  whisper,  "Eck,  that  was 
stupid,  but  man,  the  look  on  his  face,  it  was  worth  it.") 

"What'd  you  say?" 

!:0h,  ah,  I'll  be  there  in  a  while.'1 

Gloria  cleaned  the  better  part  of  the  mess  and  for  the 
next  month  found  remains  of  the  poor  chick  in  the  darndest 
places. 

Shirley  Wilder 


No  Picnic 

"I'll  tell  ya,  this  ain't  no  picnic.   You  think  workin* 
for  the  'Department  of  Sanitation'  is  easy  huh?  You  think 
alls  I  got  to  do  is  ride  around  an'  pick  up  people's  trash. 
Oh  no.   There's  more  to  it  than  that.   You  got  to  listen  to 
'em  complain  about  the  slow  service,  an'  about  the  trash  we 
drop  in  the  street,  and  about  most  anythin'  that  comes  ta 
mind .   Jus '  the  other  day  this  woman  comes  up  ta  me  an '  starts 
in.   Get  that  will  ya,  I  sez. .. .Anyway  she  sez,  "I  say,  you 
people  are  absolutely  filthy.   And  you  are  the  representatives 
of  our  city.   I  would  think  you  could  look  at  least  half-way 
clean  and  decent,  but  no,  you  look  like  filthy  scum  swine." 
Well  I  can't  take  too  much  of  that  kind  of  talk  so  I  walks  up 


4. 

to  her  an',  removin'  my  cigar  from  my  mout '  for  full  effect, 
I  sez,  'Lis sen  here  cove  face,  I'd  like  to  see  you  fer  an  hour 
on  this  job  an'  stay  clean.   We  ain't  doctors  an8  we  ain't 
lawya's.   We 9 s  trash  men.   All's  we're  tryin'  to  do  is  .pick 
up  your  trash .   We  don't  wanta  greet  no  dignitaries.   As  for 
our  appearance,  just  this  morning  we  got  the  hospital,  an'  you 
know  what's  in  their  trash  don't  ya?  Well  I'll  tell  ya  any- 
way.  Old  bloody  cotton  an'  old  Kleenex  an ' . . .whatsa  matter 
lady,  ya  look  like  ya  swallowed  ya  cud.Vi 

An'  after  that  I  just  signals  ta  the  driver  an'  we  drove 
off  an'  left  her  standin'  there  lookin '  kinda  pale  an'  sickly. 
Hen  heh  hen,  no  sir,  it  ainct  no  picnic. 

Richard  Ares 


What  Do  You  Hear  From  Walden  Pond? 

The  card  came  today'   It  reads  Your  book  is  in,  please 
pick  it  up  within  two  weeks. 

:'V7hat  the  hell  did  you  do,'  asks  my  wife,  "order  another 
book?(" 

rYup.-' 

!:Well,  what  is  it  this  time?55  she  demanded,  ec another  book 
on  W0  c.  Fields? :: 

1  Did  you  buy  another  book  about  W.  C.  Fields? "  quizzes 
my  oldest  son. 

Nope,   reply  I. 

I  suppose  this  means  another  trip  to  the  book  store, 
well  I'm  not  going,  you  take  too  damn  long,"  my  wife  bitterly 
sputters . 

OK,  don't  go,"  I  answer,  "I'm  not  afraid  to  cross  the 
street. " 

'Ha,  ha,3  is  the  only  reply  I  get.   So  I  go  to  my  study 
to  think. 

Suddenly  I  pop  up  and  yell,  SJ0K,  who's  goina?f! 

s'Me.:' 

t;Ke.!i 

'lie  too." 

"I  told  you  I'm  not  going, "   snaps  my  wife. 

•So  stay  home,'  I  yell.   "Let's  go  kids.1 

''Well  goddamn  it,  what  book  are  you  getting?1  she  yells. 

"oh'  it8s  What  Do  You  Hear  From  Walden  Pond?  by  Jack 
Douglas,'  I  reply  smugly.  "~"~        ~ 
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Well,  if  you  had  said  that  in  the  first  place,  she 
bubbled,  "I  would  have  been  ready. r 

We  all  leave,  drive  gleefully  to  Concord  to  the  Concord 
Book  Store  to  pick  up  the  book  we  have  both  been  waiting  for. 
On  the  way  home  two  adults  kiddingly  battle  over  who  will  read 
the  book  first,  while  in  the  back  seat  three  bored  kids  fight 
for  a  window. 

Dick  Eastman 


A  Cold  December  Horning 

I  love  old  men's  smiles,  and  to  this  day  nothing  has 
warmed  my  soul  more  than  a  wonderfully,  warm  smile  on  a  cold 
December  morning,  many  years  ago.   The  morning  was  chilling 
cold-- too  cold  for  my  young  blood.   And  it  was  snowing,  as  I 
remember  huge  snow  flakes,  fiercely,  flying  everywhere. 

I  had  taken  a  bus  to  school  that  morning.   And  .being  a 
people  watcher,  I  had  chosen  the  back  seat— as  not  to  miss  a 
thing.   And,  to  start  my  daydreaming  early,  I  fantasized  another 
bus-rider-^ imagining  what  he  or  she  might  be  thinking.   It 
was  just  a  game  to  pass  the  hour  it  took  to  go  to  school.   The 
panoramic  view  was  just  right  for  the  start  of  a  fine  early 
morning . 

Now,  from  out  of  the  blizzard  and  boarding  the  bus,  slowly 
emerged  an  old  man  depositing  two  thin  dimes  into  the  coin  box. 
His  hair  was  as  white  as  snow.   His  dress  showed  a  conscious 
effort  to  keep  warm  as  he  was  wearing  buckled,  black  galoshes, 
an  old  woolen  grey  coat,  grey  scarf  high  around  his  neck,  and 
an  old  man's  grey  top  hat. 

As  this  small  figure  of  a  man  turned  to  walk  to  the  back 
of  the  bus,,  the  stark  reality  of  his  overwhelming,  almost 
\   naive  happiness  was  apparent.   He  was  smiling  away, —so  in- 
\.  credibly  happy  that  he  didn't  even  notice  one  of  his  grey 
^furry  old  earmuffs  was  upside  down  and  tipped  high  above  his 
ear. 

Kathleen  Burns 


Schoolday 
B  zzzzzzzzzzzzzzz.   What  happened?  Where  am  I?  Somebody 
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get  the  phone.   Where  am  I?  Oh  shit,  li 00  already.   I  just 
went  to  sleep  five  minutes  ago.   I'm  going  to  be  late  for 
school.   Where  the  hells  my  pants?  Where's  the  god  damn 
light?   I'm  going  to  be  late  again.   I  must  have  left  my 
pants  upstairs,  I'll  go  get  them.   OUCH' 1 1  god  damn  thumb 
tacks! I   I'm  going  to  kill  that  brother  of  mine,  leaving 
thumb  tacks  on  the  floor. 

It's  7  -i  09,  I'm  going  to  be  late.   There's  no  god  damn 
coffee  in  the  pot.   Why  didn't  she  make  any  coffee?   "Ma,  how 
come  there  is  no  coffee?"   No  answer.   Good  morning  cat,  where 
is  everybody?  Get  the  hell  away  from  me.   No  coffee,  I  haven't 
got  time  for  coffee  anyway,  I^JLl   just  leave  now  while  I'm 
still  in  a  good  mood. 

Well,  it's  1% 20.   I  guess  I  won't  be  that  late.   Good, 
I'm  on  my  way.   I've  got  to  hand  it  to  you  kid,  you  did  O.K. 
Even  without  your  coffee. 

I  need  a  pack  of  cigarettes,  I'll  stop  at  Manny's. 

"Hi  Manny' 

'Hi,  what  are  you  doing  up  so  early?" 

"I  got  school  today,  I  almost  didn't  make  it." 

"It's  Saturday,  kid." 

"Oh  shit.t: 

Bruce  Piermarini 


The  Night  Before  Turkey  Day 
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'Key,  you  guys  ready?" 

"Sure!   How  .  many  eggs  did  you  get?" 

"A  couple  dozen.   Should  be  enough." 

'Great!   Let's  get  going." 

We  all  piled  into  Jack's  Volkswagen  and  drove  off  north 
on  Route  12  towards  Fitchburg. 

'You'd  better  open  your  sunroof.   We're  almost  there. 
We  don't  wanna  miss  any  good  shots." 

'Did  you  guys  see  what  they  did  to  our  high  school?" 

"No.   What?" 

,wThey  painted  the  gym  red  and  gray  and  broke  all  the 
windows  in  the  of f ice! " 

"Those  assholes!!!   Boy,  are  they  gonna  pay  for  that. 
Let's  go  get  some  blue  paint  and  get  their  rock." 

"I  got  ten  bucks.   Let's  really  go  to  town." 

Jack  turned  into  Grossman's,  stopped  the  car  and  flew  into 


the  building o   lie  returned  with  five  gallons  of  baby  blue*   We 
continued  on  our  mission,  our  enthusiasm  building  as  we  drew 
closer  to  our  destination . 

Key,,  there's  someone  coming  around  that  corner/' 

"Ya,  I  see  him!" 

Splat!!!! 
Right  in  the  head-   Wotta  shoto:' 

8  Ha,  ha,  ha!   Did  you  see  his  face?   It'll  take  him  a  week 
to  wash  all  the  egg  out  of  his  hair." 

I  hate  to  spoil  all  you  guy's  fun,  but  there's  a  Fitchburg 
cruiser  right  behind  us . " 

'  Oh,  no!" 

"Shit!" 

"My  father's  gonna  kill  me!" 

"Keep  it  cool,  will  you  guys/  sputtered  Jack,   "I'm 
gonna  take  this  left.,   See  if  he  follows  us.' 

There  was  complete  silence  as  we  slowly  turned  down  the 
next  street . 

"I  think  he  kept  going*" 
You  sure?31 

"Ya!" 

"Whew I  Was  that  close!" 

"You  can  say  that  again  I" 

"Wotta  rush ! n 

'Hey,  look  at  that  dude  waiting  for  the  bus." 

Splat!   Splat! 

'Nice  shooting!15 

Thanks „ " 

:Man,  I  love  Thanksgiving!" 

Russell  Grubb 
*     *     * 

The  Grubb 

"Dura  de  dura  dunu   Iley,  Pratt,  did  we  have  any  homework 
in  here?" 

'Just  to  study  for  the  test." 

"TEST?!!!  What  test?  Oh,  yeah!   Damn!   I  forgot  all 
about  it.   I'd  better  start  studying!" 

"You5d  better  hurry  up.   He'll  be  here  in  five  minutes." 

'C'mon,  c'mon.   Where  are  my  notes?   Oh,  no!   I  left 
them  at  home.   Now  what  am  I  gonna  do?" 

"I  hear  it's  really  hard." 
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You're  kidding!   I  can't  afford  to  do  bad  'cause  I 
flunked  the  last  one.  Maybe  I'd  better  split.  See  you  later. 
Dum  de  dum  dum.  Oh,  hi,  llr*  Takvorian.  Where  an  I  going? 
All,  ah.  •  .well  I  was  just  going  to  ah.,  .to  sharpen  my  pencil. 
Why  sure  I'm  ready  for  this  exam.  What  made  you  think  that?: 

Hey,  Pratt ,  now  what  am  I  gonna  do?  Would j a  look  at 
this  test.   Four  pages!   Sixty  problems!  Well,  here  goes 
nothing.   Wish  me  luck!  ' 

Mow  let  me  see.   I  think  I'm  starting  to  remember  something 
Oh,  yeah!  This  is  a  parabola. .and  number  two  is  an  ellipse. 
Itfs  all  coming  back  to  me  now. 

Two  days  latere 

-Oh,  wow!  I  got  a  ninety-six.  Hey,  Pratt,  how'd  you  do? 
Thirteen?  And  I  thought  you  were  smart!  You'd  better  do  more 
studying  next  time.3 

Russell  Grubb 


The  Drop  Out 

Ha,  Beaverman, . . .Wow,  long  time  no  see.r 

Well,  if  it  isn't  gung-ho  Jim,  you  old  dog  you.   Ha  man 
nice  to  see  you  again. "  They  automatically  exchange  hand- 
shakes.  ;  And  what  brings  you  to  this  desolate  hole  in  the  wall? 

Ah,  just  scouting  for  some  books.   Can;t  let  the  old 
brain  rust  up  on  me,  now  can  I?  -  Ila  Deav,  where  the  hell  you 
been  hiding  for  the  last  year  and  a  half?  Haven't  see  you  since 
you  dropped  out  of  college.1 

Ah,  I've  been  around,  mostly  here  I  guess.   I've  worked 
here  now,  well,  going  on  a  year." 

: Oh  ya,  you  a  book  salesman,  well  can  you  beat  that?r 
;Ya!  Ha,  listen,  Jim,  I'm  off  in  ten  minutes,  how  about 
hanging  around  and  we'll  stop  at  the  corner  lounge  and  have 
us  a  couple  of  beers . " 

"b.K.   It's  a  deal  Beav,  I'll  just  browse  around  till 
you're  ready." 

Half  hour  later. 

Ha  partner,  let's  get  the  hell  out  of  here  before  they 
con  me  into  working  some  0«T.   So  tell  me  Jim,  how's  life  been 
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treating  you?r; 

Oh,  good,  good,  things  couldn't  be  much  better.' 

'Still  going  with  Karen?" 

"No,  we  broke  up  about  half  a  year  ago,I: 

!10hl      So  who  you  dating  now?" 
No  one  at  the  noment.'1 

rTJhat°s  the  matter  swinger,    can't  swing  any  more?:: 
Yal  ; 

1  So  if  you're  not  dating,  what  are  you  doing  to  keep 
yourself  occupied?" 

"Picked  up  a  job,  driving  for  city  cab/'  Jim  says. 

"Still  in  school  aren't  ya?" 

"Ah— -no  can't  say  that  I  am." 

"What'   Are  you  shitting  me'  What  the  hell  happened? 
Throw  you  out?1 

"No,  actually,  I  dropped  out  last  semester." 

"You-~Gung  Ho  Jim™ -First  class  college  man-  —I  don't  be- 
lieve it. 

Ya,  well,  I  finally  realized  it  wasn't  for  me.  ] 

"Hell  of  a  time  Jim,  one  hell  of  a  time  to  find  that  out." 
Ya,  well,  it  just  to  to  a  point  where  all  they  wanted 
you  to  do  was  to  produce,  produce,  produce.   And  they  didn't 
care  how  fast  they  covered  the  material.   You  either  grasped 
it  and  kept  up,  or  fell  behind  the  old  eight  ball.   It  was  as 
simple  as  that.   You  weren't  working  to  really  learn  the 
material,  only  to  memorize  what  was  needed  to  pass  the  exam, 
to  get  that  letter  grade,  to  keep  up  with  the  competition  in 
order  to  receive  that  piece  of  paper  which  they  have  nerve 
enough  to  call  a  diploma.  : 

"Well,  what  can  I  say-=welcome  to  the  cruel  world  partner. 
But  just  pray  you  made  the  right  decision." 

"I  think  we've  dwelled  on  me  long  enough.  How's  life  been 
with  you,  Beav? 

:0h  great  Jim,  just  great.  Ha  did  you  hear  I'm  getting 
married?1 

Uo^  When?" 

"This  June,  the  tenth  to  be  exact.   Consider  yourself 
invited.  " 

To   whom?1 

Her  name's  Susan  Bently,  I  don't  know,  you  might  know  her. 
I  met  her  just  before  I  dropped  out  of  school.  She  transferred 
to  the  state  university.   Another  round  Jim?" 

Ho  listen,  five's  my  limit  really—you  gotta  remember  I'm 
driving  a  cab  in  an  hour. 

Ah,  you  can  hold  it.   Bartender,  another  round  for  my 
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friend  and  I . 

:You  never  could  accept  no  for  an  answer  could  you, 
Beav? " 

'And  why  the  hell  should  I?  You  know  where  you'd  be  in 
this  world  if  you  always  accepted  no  for  the  final  answer. 
Well,  let  me  tell  you,  you'd  be  just  where  you  are  today. ~~ 
Headed  nowhere . ': 

'And  just  what's  that  supposed  to  mean/  Jim  says. 
Finish  your  drink  and  I'll  tell  you.   Bartender,  another 
round  please.   It  means  you  had  your  chance  partner,  and  you 
blew  it— you're  a  zero... you  had  to  join  the  club. . .flunkies, 
drop  outs. . .nobodies.   Ha,  bartender. . .bartender,  Where's 
my  change?" 

Change,,  sir?' 

"Ya  change ... I  gave  you  a  five . : 

'You  gave  me  a  one,  sir. ; 

"What  the  hell  you  mean  a  one?"' 

;Beavermeny  come  on,  calm  down,  I  think  we've  had  enough, 
let's  get  out  of  here  and  get  some  fresh  air." 

t5Ha  zero,  sit  down,  shut  up  and  drink  up.   You're  buying 
the  next  couple  rounds.. .She  wants  kids  you  know. 

"Who?' 

:: Christ  kids,  and  I  can't  even  support  myself/ 

!;You're  not  making  sense  Beavermen.1' 

A  book  salesman. . .ya. . .you  said  it,  can  you  beat  that... 
a  lousy  book  salesman. . .and  you. . .gung  ho. . .a  cabby. 
Beav,  what's  eating  you?:' 

"Oh  what's  the  use... let's  get  the  hell  out  of  here  before 
the  world  caves  in . " 

Beav,  you  going  to  be  able  to  make  it  home  alright? 
Listen,  Zero,  don't  worry  about  me,  just  run  along,  and 
play  in  the  traffic." 

"Beavermen/ 

"Listen  gung  ho,  we'll  continue  this  conversation  in  a 
year  and  a  half.   Then  maybe  we'll  be  playing  with  a  different 
deck  of  cards . 

Thomas  Holan 
*     *     * 

Furniture 

He  came  to  speak  with  me  every  time  I  swept. 
How's  it  going  kid?   'Member  if  you  find  a  hundred,  it's 
mine/   He  eased  into  one  of  the  chairs,  his  feet  on  another, 
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and  took  out  a  cigarette. 

He  was  dusty-   The  sanding  machine  had  covered  his  body 
with  a  fine  dusting  of  white,  except  for  his  hair.  Oily, 
slicked  back,  it  had  caught  the  floating  sawdust  and  covered 
itself. 

I  sort  of  resented  his  sitting  there,  smoking,  while  I 
worked.   But  then  he  had  been  there  longer  than  I,  hadn't  he, 
a  real  career-man  of  the  woodshops.  A  dusty  piece  of  furniture 
and  I  swept  around  it. 

Dean  A.  Pratt 


The  Substitute  Teacher 

All  the  students  were  in  room  318  screwing  off  like  usual 
when  the  vice  principal,  Mr.  Tough,  walked  in  with  another  man. 

All  right,  sit  down  and  shut  up,'5  boomed  the  V.P.   In 
about  two  seconds  flat  everyone  was  in  their  seats  and  quiet. 

Your  regular  teacher,  Mrs.  Crumbly,  is  sick  and  she  will 
be  out  for  the  rest  of  the  week.  This  is  your  substitute 
teacher,  Mr.  Hawschit.'  The  class  broke  out  into  laughter. 

"I  said  shut  up."  There  was  silence.  As  soon  as  Mr. 
Tough  left  the  room,  they  broke  out  into  laughter  again. 

All  right  class,  calm  down,"  said  Mr.  Hawschit  softly. 

■Today's  assignment  is  page  153  and  154,  read  the  first 
three  poems.   Mr.  Hawschit  went  to  sit  down  and  sprang  back 
up.   ;A11  right  now,  who  put  the  tacks  on  my  chair? CJ  Im- 
mediately there  were  answers . 

I  did,  no  I  did,  you're  both  wrong,  I  did." 

C'mon  nox;,  let's  get  to  work,   shouted  Mr.  Hawschit. 

Sure  Hawschit,  sure." 
It  was  now  time  for  the  new-teacher  tactics.  With  all 
the  paper  airplanes  flying  around  it  looked  like  a  busy  air- 
port .   The  teacher  was  getting  hit  with  everything  from  paper  - 
clips  to  erasers  and  bubblegum.   Using  his  book  as  a  shield 
he  fought  his  way  to  the  door.  He  shouted  that  he  would  be 
right  back  and  closed  the  door  with  forcer 

About  five  minutes  later,  Mr.  Hawschit  came  back,  only  to 
find  the  door  locked.   He  looked  in  and  saw  the  entire  class 
involved  in  a  card  game.   He  shouted,  "Let  me  in,  let  me  in. 
He  kicked  on  the  door  a  few  times  but  no  one  budged.  He  tried 
to  ram  the  door  down  with  a  running  start,  but  all  he  got  was 
a  sore  shoulder.   He  went  into  the  next  room  to  get  in  through 
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the  side  door. 

He  burst  open  the  door  just  to  topple  over  the  bookcase 
that  was  placed  there.  As  he  stumbled  into  the  room  he  was 
tripped  by  one  of  the  troublemakers.  He  landed  flat  on  his 
face.  Wiping  the  blood  off  his  face,  almost  in  tears,  he 
cried ,  I   give  up,  you  win,"  He  crawled  over  to  the  door, 
opened  it,  and  was  gone. 

About  five  minutes  later  Mr.  Tough  came  in  with  another 
man. 

All  right,  sit  down  and  shut  up. ".. .There  was  silence. 

Mike  Chagnon 


The  First  Snow 

Seven  o'clock,  have  to  get  up  to  look  another  day  in  the 
face.   The  shade  is  down,  it  looks  dark.   That  damn  fool  Don 
Kent  said  that  it  was  going  to  be  nice,  more  rain,  that's  all 
we  need,  why  the  hell  doesn't  it  snow? 

A  tired  voice  from  the  kitchen  mumbles,  55Hey,  what  do 
you  want  for  breakfast?-5 

"What  is  there? " 

t:It  depends  on  what  you  want." 

"Got  any  waffles?" 

c:No,  you  want  cereal?' 
No  thanks,  I'm  not  hungry  anyway. 

Something  was  different  this  morning.   On  school  days 
I'd  wake  up  to  the  chaotic  stirring  of  five  kids  getting 
ready  for  school,  today  only  my  mother  disturbed  the  silence. 
Is  it  Saturday?  Wo,  "Monday  Night  Football'  was  on  last  night. 
It's  not  too  early  because  the  '  Today t?  show  has  been  on  for  a 
while . 

Ma,  what's  going  on,  where  is  everybody?" 

'Look  out  the  window,  stupid J" 

With  the  speed  of  lightning  and  the  grace  of  an  ox,  I  hit 
the  floor  with  a  thud,  tripping  over  hockey  equipment,  school 
books,  dirty  clothes,  shoes,  and  other  assorted  junk.   I  reached 
the  chair  by  the  window,  gasping  for  breath  before  I  looked 
out  of  it.   I  raised  the  curtain,  and  to  my  delight,  three  feet 
of  snow  blanketed  the  town. 

Joe  Ruth 
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The  Picture 

She  arrived  yesterday,  and  as  I  sat  back  and  admired  her, 
I  imagined  I  was  with  her  in  days  of  yore  when  she  reigned 
regal  with  her  canvas  furled  and  the  wind  blowing  them  full 
and  she,  straining  against  the  sea. 

I  imagined  her  in  a  calm  of  the  doldrums  with  nary  a 
breeze  to  move  her  and  she  just  lolled  about  with  her  timbers 
creaking  with  the  slow  roll  of  the  sea.   She  was  a  testimonial, 
at  one  time,  of  man  against  the  sea  and  now  she  is  my  painting 
of  a  haughty  and  proud  lady  of  the  sea,  a  three  masted  clipper 
ship  of  yesterday o 

Lionel  Trainque 


In  Trouble 

rHey  Jim?  Jim?  Jim?' 

I  turned  the  corner  into  his  room  and  knocked  on  the 
wall  outside  the  open  door.   The  room  was  a  sight,  plastered 
with  pictures  of  baseball  heroes,  cluttered  with  bats,  and  gloves 
and  baseballs,  and  golf  balls,  and  clubs,  and.... 

He  lay  on  the  bed.   Feet  at  the  head,  heat  at  the  foot,  on 
his  right  am.   The  left  lay  on  an  open  book,  with  a  reading 
light  shining  down,  on  the  page. 
Jim,  Jim!15 

He  moved,  slowly,  not  knowing  where  he  was.   Head  shaking, 
in  slow  motion,  he  finally  turned  and  recognized  me.   !70h. 

"How  you  doing  Jim,  you  all  right?" 

His  eyes  were  glassy.   Had  he  heard  my  question? 

1  You  all  right? ,: 

Oh,  ya,  I  was  just  so  tired,  I've  put  in  so  many  hours 
at  work  this  week," 

Eyes  met  and  knew  that  he  no  longer  needed  to  lie,  I  knew. 
Hut  what  could  I  say?   "Can  I  help?"   "Do  you  want  to  talk 
about  it?   Wo,  those  words  sounded  too  small.  And  anyway, 
his  mother  might  be  listening  and  she  certainly  didn't  know. 
What  could  I  do  anyway,  right? 

Dean  A.  Pratt 

Christmas  Age  5 

rCan  you  see  anything? n 
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Ho,  but  I  hear  a  lot  of  paper  crumplin." 
It's  gott  be  him  'cause  it's  wicked  late' " 

"Shhh." 

"Why?" 
Here  comes  ma!  Fake  you're  sleeping  ok?" 

Silence- 
Is  she  comin?" 

"Nope,  she  just  went  into  her  room.   I  wonder  what  she's 
doin'  in  there?  Listen*  Hear  that?  Sounds  like  presents, 
huh? 

nA-W-E  look!! 
What?  Get  out  of  the  way,  I  can't  see!r" 

"Wow,  Kenny  and  Bo  got  skis. 
I  knew  Santa  was  here!  He  must  be  givin8  our  presents 
to  Ma  through  her  window,  'cause  we  don't  have  a  chiminey,  huh 
Sue?r 

'Yeah. : 
Do  ya  think  I  got  my  Thumbalina  doll?' 

UI   dunno.   You  might  not  'ove  'cause  you  were  bad  to  me 
once  before,  so  if  you  don't  get  it  you'll  know  why." 

"I  was  not!  ! 

'You  were,  too!" 

'Wasn't  either.'.  ..What' d  I  do?" 

" I  ember  a  long  time  ago  we  were  playing  kickball  at 
Diamonds  and  you  tripped  me  when  I  was  runnin? " 

"When?. . .1  did  not! . . .Oh  yea,  but  that  was  'cause. . . 

A  voice  from  downstairs  shouts ;   'Are  you  kids  still 
awake?  If  you  are  you  better  get  to  sleep  or  I  won't  leave 
the  light  on  for  Santa. 

"We  better  be  more  quiet . " 

"Ya,  but  he's  already  here,  she  can't  kick  Santa  out! 

"Ya,  but  still  we  better  be  more  quiet. r 

"Sue?" 

'Yeah? 
I  didn't  mean  to  trip  you  that  time.   I'm  sorry. 

'That's  okay,  but  you  should  have  said  you  were  sorry 
before  c cause  now  Santa  knows  that  you  were  bad  to  me." 

'"Do  you  really  think  he  knows  I  tripped  you?" 

"Yeah,  and  he's  even  got  this  chart  and  everytime  you  do 
somethin5  bad  he  puts  a  little  check  by  your  name  and  you  don't 
get  as  many  presents,  so  he  knows." 

"Wanna  ask  ma  if  we  can  go  open  our  presents  now?" 

77  Yeah ...  go  ahead ! " 

"Why  me?" 

"'Cause  I'm  older." 

"So! 


- 
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Weill  just  ' cause o  You  wanna  know  if  you  got  Thumbalina, 
right?  So  just  ask.' 

r Yeah O..o.k.  Ma ,  hey  ma? " 

'Are  you  kids  still  awake?51 

E:  I  think  she  '  s  mad ,  maybe  you  better  not .  " 

"Which  one  of  you  kids  wants  me?  ' 

"Urn... Sue  wants  to  know  if  we  can  come  downstairs  now  and 
open  our  presents  . r" 

'Oh  you  liar'  Wow  you'll  never  never  get  Thumbalina  for 
bein'  a  liar'   Can  we  ma?" 
Are  the  boys  awake?" 
I  dunno  why? 
Jell  if  they  are,  then  you  can  come  down-" 

The  fight  to  see  who  could  get  downstairs  first  was  topped 
off  with:   You  kids  all  go  back  up  those  stairs  and  walk  down 
the  right  way  or  don ! t  come  down  at  all I r 

"Aw  gee  ma .  .  ocripe  sakes  1 1 c: 

'You  heard  your  mother  get  up  those  stairs!" 
Yes  sir,  dad 2" 

The  four  of  us  marched  up  and  down  the  stairs  single  file 
and  it  seemed  like  a  day  pad  passed  before  we  were  back  down- 
stairs again o 

:,W-0-WJ   Look  at  all  the  stuff.'!" 

"I  wonder  where  Thumbalina  is?t: 

'Here,   Horn  hands  me  a  present  to  open. 

The  paper  flew  from  my  hands.   :Sue  look  what  I  got  I 

Thumbalina! . = .1  guess  Santa  wasn't  watchin8  that  time  I 
tripped  you,  huh? 

Barb  Baker 


A  Visit 

I  rapped  my  fist  wearily  on  the  cheap,  hollow  wooden 
door.   IJo  answer.   I  knew  she  was  home,  though.   She  was 
always  at  home.   So  I  walked  in.   I  had  to  adjust  my  eyes  to  the 
dimly- lit  room.   It  looked  like  she  hadn't  moved  an  inch  since 
I  had  visited  her  last,  at  least  a  year  ago.   The  shriveled  body 
in  the  dingy  grey  housecoat  slouched  in  a  furry  chair  of  the 
same  color.   For  a  minute,  I  really  couldn't  tell  where  my 
aunt  ended,  and  the  chair  began.   Maybe  they  didn't.   Her 
reddened,  bleary  eyes  peered  out  of  squinting  lids  at  the 
flickering  images  dancing  across  the  screen  of  the  Ilotorola- 
XZT88,  Deluxe  model  color  television  that  hunched  in  the  corner. 
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The  hearing-aid-like  earphone  jammed  in  her  grimy  ear  kept 
her  from  detecting  my  entrance.   I  scuffed  across  the  thread- 
bare, stained  carpet  and  tapped  her  lightly  on  the  shoulder. 
Startled,  she  jumped,  and  turned  to  face  me.   Ripping  out 
the  earphone  in  a  show  of  hidden  energy,  she  shouted, 

"Well*  well... if  it  aint  Johnny,  haven't  seen  you  in  ages... 
My,  my,  my. . . -: 

tJKi,  Auntie,  just  thought  I  might  come  to  see  you.,  .it's 
been  a  long  time...,  I  said,  mock-cheerfully.   I  didn't  like 
to  come,  but  I  figured  I  owed  her  at  least  this.   I  was  the 
only  thing  she  had  left,  besides  her  TV.   She  moved  over  to  the 
set,  and  pulled  out  another  earphone. 

I  was  just  watching  TV,  don'tcha  know,  As  the  World  Turns... 
Want  ta  listen,  too?  Why  you  know  the  doctor's  daughter,  Mary? 
Well,  she's  going  after  that  married  I-r.  Jones,  and  now  she's... 
3 Ah,  no,  I  thought  that  we  might... :J 

Or  when  this  gets  over  we  can  watch  Jack  LaLane,  he's 
doing  things  with  his  dog  today I" 
"Well,  I...r 
r Or  we  can  watch  Hollywood  Squares..." 

Couldn't  we  just  talk?" 
Her  mouth  opened  in  astonishment. 
You  mean  you  don't  want  to  watch  TV?" 
Hell. . .no. " 

eoo  Vyx\  o 

' 'Why  don't  you  tell  me  what  you've  been  doing  lately. 

::Watchin8  TV.n 

::Hmmm. .  .let  me  rephrase  that. . .  " 

; How  come  you're  so  grouchy?   Do  you  have  a  headache,  or 
something?  Well,  if  you  do,  then  try  Bayer  aspirin.   It  has 
50%  more  active  ingredients  than  the  other  five  leading  brands . . . 
And  besides,  it's  buffered.." 

I  stared  in  horror  and  disbelief.   My  God'   Now  she'll 
never  stopi   I  retreated.   Backing  towards  the  door,  I  mumbled, 
Look ,  I f  ve  got  to  go ... f 

She  kept  on.   Why,  do  you  have  a  kidney  problem?  I 
recommend  Milk  of  Magnesia  for  that.   It's  not  only  mild,   but 
pure  and  gentle .   She  advanced  slowly.   I  reached  back  for  the 
doorknob . 

What  kind  of  gum  are  you  chewing?  In  a  recent  survey, 
4  out  of  5  dentists  recommended  Trident  chewing  gum  for  their 
patients  who  chew  gum!"  Now  she  was  screaming,  and  I  wanted  out, 
and  fast.   I  fumbled  with  the  doorknob  as  she  grabbed  me  by 
the  collar  of  my  shirt.   She  slobbered,  "That  dandruff  of  yours 
could  be  signs  of  eczema,  seborrhea  or  even  psoriasis.   You 
ought  to  try  Tegrin  Shampoo.   It's  medicated,  and...:' 
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I  couldn't  take  it  any  longer,  so  I  ran.   I  ripped  the 
door  open  and  fled  out  of  the  room  and  down  the  long  hallway 
She  leaned  out  the  doorway  as  I  beat  a  hasty  retreat,  and  as 
turned  the  corner  into  the  lobby ,  I  heard  her  shout  at  me, 

Have  you  tried  Doan's  Pills?" 

I  screamed  in  horror,  and  as  I  went  by  him,  the  white 
coated  attendant  smirked,  and  asked,  "Have  a  nice  visit?' 

John  Shaffer 


Radio  Advertisement 

llano.  .Ilow  would  you  like  to  wear  a  badge?  Tie  up  traffic 
for  hours  on  hot  sunny  days?  Impress  your  friends  and  flash 
a  big  bank  roll? 

Uell.o.If  this  all  sounds  good  to  you,  you  should  check 
out  the  exciting  career  of... 

TOLL  BOOTH  COLLECTOR 

Yes  sir,  as  a  TOLL  BOOTH  COLLECTOR  you  can... 

See  all  the  sights  and  meet  girls . . . 

Just  think  of  the  effect  of  your  sharp  uniform  on  young 
braless  girls  with  the  mini  skirts  stopping  at  your  booth. 
Every  real  girl  wants  to  have  a  man  in  uniform. 

Have  your  own  booth . . , 

Imagine  working  in  your  own  booth,  taking  and  giving 
change,  giving  out  and  receiving  real  computer  cards,  giving 
information,  there  really  is  no  end  to  the  excitement  once 
you  have  begun  the  thrilling  career  as  a  TBC. 

On  job  training ... 

Yes,  we  train  from  the  beginning.   We  teach  you  to  get 
to  know  the  operation/5  before  giving  you  your  own  booth  so 
you  will  really  "know  the  ropes." 

First  we  put  you  in  the  Cars  Only  Lane  and  you  get  to 
watch  the  card  machine  dispatch  its  crucial  information  to 
distant  toll  booths  across  the  nation. 

Next  we  put  you  into  the  Exact  Change  Only  Lane  where  you 
can  actually  handle  real  money,  from  there  it's  up  to  you, 
toll  booth  collector,  computer- card  collector,  stoplight  switch* 
man,  tractor-trailer  tax  collector,  there's  no  limit  for  the 
real  go  getter.  : 

So  the  light  is  green,  accelerate  down  to  your  local 
employment  office  today. 
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There  is  just  no  stopping  the  man  who  wants  to  go  places 
in  the  thrilling  field  of  TOLL  BOOTH  COLLECTING.   TOLL  (wha, 
wha)  BOOTH  (wah,  wha)  COLLECTING  (Una,  wha,  ing,  ing) . 

Hike  Ny strom 


Dedicated  to  the  Genius  of  John  Denver 

Here  I  sit,  in  the  stillness  of  my  car,  listening  to  the 
pouring  of  the  cold,  October  rain  and  to  the  genius  of  John 
Denver  on  the  tape  player.   I  heard  the  words s 

"The  falling  leaves  are  whispering, 
winter's  on  its  way 
I  close  my  eyes  remembering 
the  warmth  of  yesterday. n 

And  by  looking  at  the  sky  I  can  see  the  truth  and  sadness 
of  his  words.  Then  I  think  of  her,  and  I  feel  like  finding 
an  old  abandoned  cave  and  just  staying  there  forever.   Man, 
I  miss  her!   It's  been  over  a  week  now  since  I've  talked  to 
her,  and  somehow  I  get  the  feeling  that  she  doesn't  want  to 
ever  see  or  talk  to  me  again.   Maybe  it's  because  I  found  out 
the  other  day  that  she's  found  somebody  else.   Even  though  we 
never  did  have  anything  officially  going  on  between  us,  I 
always  thought  that  we  soon  would.   Apparently,  I  was  mistaken. 
I  still  go  by  her  house  just  about  every  day,  hoping  to  see  her 
outside,  and  maybe  even  get  to  talk  to  her  again,  like  the  many 
hot  summer  nights  we  spent  together,  sitting  on  the  front  steps 
of  her  house,  talking  for  hours,  usually  about  nothing  important 
lie   both  just  seemed  to  like  being  together.   I  can  still  see 
the  look  in  her  eyes  and  that  dynamite  smile  whenever  I  said 
something  that  she  thought  was  funny.   It  seems  though,  that 
lately  she's  never  there.   I  guess  that  I  just  have  to  face 
the  fact  that  it's  over  between  us,  as  much  as  I  don't  want  to. 
It's  funny  because  I  thought  we  really  had  something.  "Sure 
is  strange  how  things  can  turn  themselves  around,"  as  said  by 
the  great  James  Taylor  as  I  switched  the  tape  and  continued 
to  watch  the  nearly-frozen  rain  make  the  day  a  little  more 
miserable  than  it  already  is.   I^y  mind  keeps  telling  me  to 
forget  her,  she's  gone,  but  as  I  remember  the  good  times  we 
had,  I  find  it  impossible.   I  suppose  that  some  day  I'll  get 
over  her,  but  I  feel  it's  going  to  be  a  long,  cold  winter. 

Wayne  DeVeau 
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A  Short  Holiday 

It  was  a  goddamned  horror  show,  that's  what  I  heard ■   They 
went  so  far,  nearer  and  nearer,  only  it  took  a  long  time,  a 
second  or  so,  to  get  from  here  to  there  and  back  around  again . 
They  passed  by  stars  and  saw  numerous  discarded  cars.   The 
pilots  pondered  direction,  up,  down,  in,  out,  or  possibly  around. 
They  chose  Inter  Space  Eighty  One.,   The  stewardesses  welcomed 
the  passengers,  a  rather  jovial  collection;  there  were  orange 
haired  Orangoutans,  fleet  footed  Elves,  fat  passive  Trolls, 
large-sized  Drawfs  and  hairy  toed  Koalas.   The  Inter  Galactic 
Space  Lines  Driff  999  was  made  ready.   The  habitat  afforded 
recreation  rooms,  bathrooms  and  death  rooms,  oh  yes,  for  those 
not  so  hardy  beings  who  became  tired  and  needed  one  hundred 
years  of  rest.   There  was  no  dining  room  in  this  modern  ship, 
food  and  its  attributes  had  gone  out  of  style.   Instead  there 
was  situated  the  most  stupendous,  glorious  chamber  somebody 
could  wish  for.   It  contained  singles,  doubles,  and  party-sized, 
retro- rocket -powered,  reclining,  floating  rocking  chairs.   They 
were  emerald  studded,  platinum  engraved  and  multi-color 
cushioned.   Actually  they  were  self-contained,  life -support, 
entertainment,  centers  with  music  emitted  from  ninety-two 
speakers  per  chair.   Oh  yes,  that  room,  that  incredible  place, 
it  was  of  course  the  Soma  Room. 

Oh,  it  would  be  a  tremendous  drift,  one  thousand  years  of 
total  pleasure,  any  way  that's  what  the  travel  agent  said. 
'Float  the  friendly  space  of  Inter  Galactic  and  you  will  return 
a  new  something  or  other."  After  waiting  ten  years  for  the  Outer 
Celestial  Fog  to  clear,  they  were  off.   Passengers  were  having 
a  grand  time,  with  the  use  of  their  modern  contraceptives  they 
could  say  hello  to  any  desirable,  or  for  that  matter,  unde- 
sirable, being  they  chose.   Yes,  they  were  definitely  a 
necessity,  you  see  the  pilots  could  not  waste  a  year  away  from 
the  Soma  Room  to  perform  an  abortion;  the  way  they  felt,  they 
would  rather  let  it  be  born.   Things  went  quite  nicely  for 
many  years,  onward  they  traveled  with  good  music,  good  company 
and  excellent  Soma.   You  had  your  choice  of  Soma  soup,  Soma 
stew,  and,  on  Moon  days,  even  some  Soma  wafers.   Then  it  hap- 
pened; a  message  broadcast  over  brain  wave  transmitters  through- 
out the  space  delivered  news  of  tragedy,  a  great  drought  had 
scorched  the  once  beautiful  Soma  Gardens  Valley  of  Highland. 
There  was  space-wide  panic,  they  would  have  no  more  Highs  and 
inevitably  they  would  return  to  eating  conventional  substance. 
It  was  a  day  of  sorrow  indeed.   To  be  sure,  that  day  did  happen. 
It  was  received  with  sorrow.   On  that  day  in  the  year  of  the 
dirft,  the  Soma  room  was  no  more.   ITo  more  music,  no  more  rock- 
ing chairs  and  no  more  sex.   Yes,  it  was  taken  that  hard. 
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Mentally  depressed  to  such  a  state  that,  upon  returning »    the 
passengers  filed  quietly  to  their  respective  abodes  and 
v/ept,  yes,  for  many  years  their  cries  were  heard . 

Hark  Kowlzan 


Hit  and  Run 

I'm  riding. 

I  race  home  from  a  hard  day's  work.   I  run  into  my  room 
and  throw  my  good  clothes  into  a  heap  in  a  chair.   I  dig  out 
some  old,  torn  dungarees  and  an  old,  gray,  beat-up  sweatshirt. 
I  dash  to  the  garage  and  wheel  my  motorcycle  to  the  driveway. 
I  strap  on  my  helmet  and  hop  on  my  bike.  The  chrome  sparkles 
from  the  late  afternoon  sun.   Umph— I  give  my  machine  a  kick 
to  start  it. 

I'm  riding. 

I  head  for  the  closest  highway  (Rt.  119) .   The  wind  is 
punching  me  in  the  face  as  I  am  passing  cars  at  60  m.p.h. 

I 3m  riding. 

The  engine  ticks  faster  as  I  give  it  more  gas.   I 9m  leaning 
into  corners  and  flying  on  the  straightaways- 

I 'm  riding. 

It  is  now  becoming  dark.   Ahead  I  see  a  set  of  signal 
lights—the  light  is  red—I  stop.   The  light  turns  green.   I 
signal  left  with  my  hand  and  start  out.   Suddenly  I  have  to 
hesitate  for  a  moment  because  a  car  is  coming  the  other  way. 

I'm  riding. 

Instantly  the  back  of  my  bike  is  undercut-— as  though  a  giant 
had  kicked  it. 

I sm  not  riding. 

I'm  flying5— whirling  through  the  air;  I  see  some  old  lady 
streaking  past  me.   I  think  to  myself  quickly,  "The  old  bitch 
crunched  my  bike  with  her  car  and  isn't  going  to  stop. '   The 
ground  bites  out  of  my  skin  as  I  flop  helplessly  over  it. 

I 'm  not  riding. 

But  I  will  be~~soon-~I  hope. 

Robert  Cleary 

Bombscare? 

Ne  just  finished  our  reading  assignment  in  English  class 
when  a  booming  voice  came  over  the  intercom.   t:!7e  have  just 
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received  a  phone  call  informing  us  of  a  bomb  located  somewhere 
in  the  school.  Will  all  students  quickly  and  orderly  pass 
through  the  halls  to  the  exits.  Once  outside  the  school,  please 
move  as  far  away  from  the  building  as  possible.   Thank  you.' 

The  school  broke  out  into  chaos.   A  few  students  were  diving 
head  first  out  of  closed  windows .  Others  were  knocking  down 
closed  doors.  Some  were  screaming,  while  others  were  quiet, 
but  everyone  was  scared.  Everyone  was  bumping  into  each  other, 
running  around  like  their  heads  were  cut  off.   The  doorways 
were  clogged  up  with  piles  of  students  desperately  trying  to 
make  it  outside  to  safety.   The  entire  student  body  was  going 
nowhere  fast. 

About  a  half  hour  had  gone  by  when  finally  everyone  made 
it  outside.   Besides  the  bloody  noses,  cut  hands,  and  a  few 
slightly  mangled  bodies,  there  were  no  noticeable  injuries. 
Just  when  all  the  noise  was  brought  down  to  a  dull  roar,  a 
loud  crackling  bang  was  heard.   There  was  one  girl  that  fainted, 
while  others  screamed.  You  could  hear  a  chuckle  from  a  gang 
of  boys  who  had  just  lit  off  the  firecracker.  Just  as  the 
teacher  was  moving  towards  this  group,  the  bell  rang,  and 
with  a  groan  the  students  re-entered  the  school. 

Hike  Chagnon 


The  Art  of  Being  Wrecked 

rHey,  thanks  a  lot,  see  you  tomorrow.'1  Oh  my  God,  I  don't 
believe  I'm  this  wrecked]  TJhere  the  hell  are  the  stairs? 
Jesus,  if  Ha  ever  gets  a  look  at  me,  I'll  be  a  goner.  Where 
the  hell  are  my  keys?  What  can  I  tell  her  if  she  asks  what  IS 
been... I c 11  just  tell  her  the  truth.  Yeah,  that's  cool.   I'll 
just  tell  her  that  I'm  so  stoned  out  of  my  gourd  that  I  can't 
see  a  blasted  thing,  then  go  to  my  room  calmly  and  casually 
like  nothing's  wrong  and  collapse.   She  won't  believe  me  any- 
way, so  I've  got  nothing  to  lose. 

TJhere  the  hell  are  those  keys?  Oh,  here  they  are.   Steady 
arm,  steady'   I  can't  see  a  friggin'  thing  out  here  I —Oops 
wrong  key.   There  we  go,  we'll  just  guide  it  right  into  the 
keyhole  and ...ah,  there.   SLAM2 I      Shit I   I  wish  I  hadn't  of 
done  that.   Let's  see ...nope  she's  not  in  here.  Thank  God' 
Now  I'll  just  mosey  on  down  into  my  room. . .oh,  the  refrigera- 
tor.  I  don't  believe  it!  You  don't  know  how  glad  I  am  to 
see  you  refrigerator.   I'm  so  hungry]  Quiet,  make  sure  you're 
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quiet o  Maintain!  Today 's  Saturday  so  there's  lots  of  good 
stuff  to  eato   Let's  see  what  the  little  lady  can  cook  up 
here.  Oh  my  God'   Look  at  all  the  eats  she  bought !   Boy, 
good  old  ma  pulls  through  at  just  the  right  times.   I  think 
I'll  have  a  roast  beef  sandwich,  with  lettuce,  tomatoes, 
can't  forget  the  onions,  light  on  the  mayo  and  cheese. 
i*ny  cheese?  There's  got  to  be  cheese!  Oh  you're  kidding  me. 
no  CHEESE'   Forget  it,  man!  What's  a  roast  beef  sandwich 
without.. uh,  oh,  what  was  that?  Oh  shit,  here  she  comes.   I 
gotta  hide.   Where  can  I  hide?  What  am  I  saying,  I  can't  hide. 

'Where  the  hell  have  you  been?  You  look  like  you  got  run 
over  by  a  mack  truck ! f; 

Urn... I... urn  (go  ahead  you  idiot  tell  her.)  What?'3 

"Well,  I'm  waiting." 

Silence.   (What  the  hell  is  she  waiting  for... oh  shit, 
I  forgot  the  question)   'Yeah,  I  am  a  little  bit  hungry.1' 

'  Hungry  !!c: 

(The  wrong  answer.') 
That  isn't  what  I  asked  you.n 

(Yeah  right,  I  kinda  figured  that.   Oh  God,  please  help 
me!   Please  tell  me  the  answer  God.) 

:?Look  at  your  eyes.  They're  purple.'  Where  have  you  been? 

(Right.   That  was  the  question. . .let's  see  where  have  I 
been?)   'Yeah,  well...um,  oh  yeah,  I  went  over  Dave's  house-  (and 
we  got  wrecked)  "...and  we  urn. . .watched  the  movie.   Yeah,  that's 
what  we  did,  we  watched  the  movie  and  I  fell  asleep  sorta.: 
(What  a  sick  excuse  but  maybe  she'll  believe  it.   I  need  a  come 
back,  let's  see.)   'Hey  ma,  did  you  watch  the  movie? c; 

Silence. 

(I  can  tell  she  doesn't  believe  me.   I  got  to  get  out  of 
this) 

CJIs  Bo  home  yet?c 

"No,  he's  not.  He's  another  one  that  comes  home  looking 
like  you/,: 

(Boy,  isn't  she  funny!)   : Yeah  farout  Ha. . .Well. .yawn. . . 
I'm  really  tired  ma-~catch  you  tomorrow.   Goodnight!   (Boy, 
I  pity  Bo,  he's  gonna  catch  hell  when  he  gets  in). 

Barb  Baker 


The  Fire 
Hey  Steve" 


• 
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"Hey  what?" 

'You  want  to  blow  this  bullet  up?'" 

"What? 

rI  said,  do  you  want  to  blow  this  bullet  up?" 

"Ya,  where 5d  ya  get  it?1" 

"Oh,  I  found  it  in  the  attic  in  my  house . " 

"Hey,  let's  hurry  it  up  before  it  gets  dark." 

"Ok,  let's  go." 

SHORT  TIME  LATER 
Come  on  Steve,  let's  get  this  fire  going  or  we'll  never 
get  this  bullet  to  blow  up." 

"  Don '  t  worry  about  it . " 

"Hey,,  you  still  got  those  matches  that  I  gave  you  this 
morning? " 

cYa,  here  they  are." 

"Ok,  that's  enough  paper,  let's  start  the  fire." 

"Hey,  that's  pretty  big,  you'd  better  watch  for  someone, 
I  don't  feel  like  getting  nabbed." 

Quick,  get  behind  the  rock  before  it  explodes." 

Baroooooooooooooooooooooom . 

"Wow,  what  a  fuckin'  noise." 

"You  ain't  shittin'." 

"Hey,  why  don't  we  keep  the  fire  going?" 

rI  don't  know  Chuck,  that  noise  was  really  loud.  There 
could  be  some  old  biddies  screaming  about  the  woods  blowing 
up." 

"Ya,  maybe  you're  right,  but  if  they  do  get  someone, 
they  won '  t  be  here  for  a  long  time . !: 

"Well,  OK,  but  we  still  better  watch  just  the  same." 

'Come  on,  get  some  more  paper  and  wood.'7 
Hey,  I  think  I  hear  someone,  let's  get  going." 

"Ah,  you're  just  chicken." 

You're  nuts,  hey  look  over  there,  someone's  coming,  let's 
get  out  of  here." 

■Hey  Chuck,"  (breathing  heavy) 

Also  breathing  heavy-- "what  Steve?" 
If  we  get  nabbed,  you  know  what  I'm  gonna  do?" 

"What?" 

"I'm  gonna  kill  you." 

Steve  Cormier 


24. 
Snowballs 

It  was  February  vacation.   Me  and  the  boys  were  in  Harry's 
front  yard  having  a  snowball  fight.   Charlie  peeked  over  the 
fort  wall  just  in  time  to  get  hit  square  in  the  face  with  a 
perfectly  round  snowball o   This  turned  the  battleground  into 
a  tenacious  fury.   Millions  and  millions  of  snowballs  flying 
in  every  direction.   One  could  hear  the  moans  and  groans  from 
each  side.   It  seemed  as  if  the  fight  would  go  on  forever. 
But;  while  the  fight  was  going  on,  Charlie  snuck  around  to 
the  back  of  our  fort  to  surprise  us.   He  was  just  about  ready 
to  pepper  us  with  a  round  of  snowballs  when. ..splat,  he  got 
hit  in  the  side  of  the  face  with  a  slushball.   Immediately  it 
started  to  melt  down  through  his  three  jackets ,  four  shirts , 
five  pairs  of  corduroys ,   and  three  pairs  of  underwear.  Every- 
one  stopped  fighting  because  it  was  illegal  to  hit  a  kid  with 
a  slushball . 

Next  we  decided  to  throw  snowballs  at  cars  and  trailer- 
trucks.  After  about  five  minutes  Harry  finally  hit  the  wind- 
shield of  a  trailer-truck.   The  truck  stopped.   In  about  two 
seconds  flat  all  eight  of  us  were  in  the  house,  the  door  was 
locked,  and  we  were  all  crawling  around  on  the  floor.   Harry 
took  a  peek  out  the  window  and  immediately  hit  the  floor  again. 

He's  coming/  Harry  whispered.   Then  there  was  a  loud  knock 
on  the  door.  No  one  budged. 

r Come  on,  let  me  in,  I  can  see  you  guys  laying  on  the 
floor. r 

Harry  opened  the  door  very  slowly  and  asked,  "IJhat  do 
you  want?" 

"Can  I  use  your  phone?  My  truck  broke  down  in  front  of 
your  house. 

Mike  Chagnon 


Starfish 

Host  of  my  life  was  spent  on  the  shores  of  Lake  Michigan . 
That  lake  has  always  held  the  illusion  of  the  ocean—with  its 
endless  boundaries  and  waves  that  could  hold  an  occasional 
surfer.   Knowing  I  would  not  be  able  to  live  too  far  from  a 
large  body  of  water,  I  found  myself  in  need  of  a  change  and  moved 
to  the  East  Coast.   So  one  day,  and  without  planning  the  day  be- 
fore, I  packed  and  boarded  a  plane  with  my  two  children,  seven 
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hundred  dollars —after  plane  fare,  and  moved  to  Boston.,  Why 
Boston?  Can't  even  remember  now.  Maybe  it  was  that  everyone 
I  knew  was  moving  West  and  I  never  liked  doing  things  every 
one  else  dido 

Well,  here  I  was,  and  missing  the  lake,  I  called  the  MBTA 
to  ask  how  to  get  to  the  ocean.   I  was  sent  to  Revere  Beach. 
Revere  Beach— Wow— need  I  say  more.   Filthy  dirty  grey  sand. 

A  few  weeks  later  and  still  longing  for  the  ocean,  the 
children  and  I  hitched  to  Scituate  and  found  a  beautiful , 
rocky,  seashore  beach.   I  put  on  my  tank  suit,  shapeless,  over- 
sized, and  comfortable  as  can  be.   I  felt  free  -free  again, 
with  the  ocean  that  could  take  my  spirit  away  and  return  it 
hours  later. 

I  asked  my  children,  Army  and  Anthony,  to  play  on  the  sandy 
beach  while  I  went  to  meditate  on  the  rocks.   I  went  far  enough 
away  to  feel  alone.   I-yself,  the  sea,  and  the  breathing  barnacles 
beneath  me.   I  began  to  study  the  starfish  I  found  in  captured 
pools  of  water.   They  were  so  stiff-— not  willing  to  share  of 
themselves.   Then  I  found  a  red  one,  the  only  one  of  that  color, 
telling  me  that  I  was  to  spend  the  day  with  it.   As  I  held  it 
in  my  hand,  I  realized  it  wanted  to  be  there,  as  it  was  soft 
and  not  afraid.   It  didn't  mind  me  turning  it  upside  down  to 
study  its  breathing  and  its  center.   Its  center  became  the 
center  of  the  Universe  as  it  breathed  in  and  out  and  always  back 
to  its  focal  point.  Yes,  the  part  of  its  anatomy  that  fed  on 
the  sea. 

After  a  while  my  thoughts  were  interrupted  by  two  scuba 
divers  who  were  curious  as  to  what  I  was  doing.   Thinking  they 
might  be  some  kind  of  authority  on  starfish,  I  asked  if  they  knew 
how  I  could  take  it  home  and  keep  it  alive.   Sea  water,  and 
feed  it  scallops  was  their  simple  solution.   I  continued  to  play 
and  study  it  for  hours- -taking  it  in  and  out  of  the  captured 
pool  I  had  found. 

As  the  day  was  ending  and  the  sun  cooling,  my  thoughts 
turned  once  again  to  the  idea  of  taking  it  home.   But  of 
course,  this  was  not  right.  We  communicated  our  goodbyes  and 
I  gave  it  back  to  the  ocean. 

At  that  moment  of  its  return,  I  heard  my  Amy  call  for  me 
to  see  what  she  had  found.   So  down  I  descended  from  my 
thoughts  and  the  rocks.   Only  to  find  myself  in  full  circle, 
once  again,  as  Amy  had  found  in  her  own  little  captured  pool 
of  water,  a  baby  starfish,  red  like  mine.   She  asked  what  should 
we  do  with  it.   I  told  her  we  would  be  leaving  soon  and  she 
kissed  it  goodbye. 

Kathleen  Burns 
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Politics 

It's  worth  it,  yes,  but  it  catches  up  with  you  after  a 
while.   School  all  day,  then  work,  then  leaf letting,  and 
putting  up  lawn  signs.,, and  the  people  who  didn't  know  if  they 
supported  him  that  much,  bumper  stickers  make  a  mess  of  the 
finish. 

lore  leaf letting,  and  smiling,  and  wearing  ties  and  sport- 
jackets,  and  staying  up  till  two  rJust  double-checking. ! 
Your  marks  are  going  down,' 

c But  as  soon  as  this  is  out  of  the  way,  I'll,.." 

But  there  will  always  be  something  else  to  rob  your  time, 
a  part -time  student. 

School  is  a  full-time  job,  forty  hours  a  week,   Hox/ 
students  think  they  can  work  twenty  hours  a  week  at  a  job,.,' 
and  campaign,  and  chair  committees,  and  help  your  friends,  and 
give  a  damn,  but  be  sure  to  read  French  newspapers  so  you'll 
be  informed. 

But  this  is  it,  the  head  poll  checker  struts  into  the 
office,  proud  she  was  first,  followed  by  Officer  Morrissey, 
with  the  wooden  ballot  box.   The  customary  picture.   First 
TJard  in.  Ward  I'  ' 

r;Ward  I.r 

::Shi, .  . 

Ward  I,53  the  city  clerk  repeats.   -For  Mayor,  Mayor  Clarke 
K,  Stedman,  270,  Stephen  J.  Erickson,  435,  for  Councillor,..  ' 

It's  over  already,  at  last,  we  won,  I  think,  but  you,  you 
have  every  number  on  the  sheet,  totalling  in  your  head,   And 
only  one  phone'  We  could  beat  the  radio  station  by  thirty 
seconds  at  least. 

And  when  it's  over,  you  can  relax,  the  pressure  is  off, 
take  time  out  and  get  the  flu. 

Dean  A.  Pratt 


Fantastic  Prizes' 

It  all  started  early  one  Monday  morning.   I  had  just  had 
my  coffee,  and  I  ifas  ready  to  sit  down  to  eat  my  breakfast. 
I  couldn't  find  the  paper,  or  anything,  and  I  can't  eat  unless 
I3ve  got  something  to  read.   The  back  of  the  cereal  box  on  the 
table  caught  my  eye.   Oh  yeah,  it  was  a  box  of  that  new  green 
and  purple  colored  stuff  called  'Kellogg' s  Sugar  Frosted  Zappers 
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The  stuff  tastes  like  dried  horseshit  on  cardboard,  but  a  huge 
box  of  them  only  costs  15C  so  I  mean,  how  can  you  go  wrong?  At 
least  that's  what  I  used  to  think.   Well,  I  was  shoveling  big 
spoonfuls  of  this  garbage  down  my  gullet  when  I  saw  the  ad  on 
the  back  of  the  box.,   The  giant  purple  and  green  letters  shouted 
out  at  me,  screaming; 

WIN  FANTASTIC  PRIZES  11 11 11 

THOUSANDS  OF  FANTASTIC  PRISES  GIVEN  AOTAY!!!!!! 

SEE  DETAILS  BELOIJ I  I  11  11 

Im  not  rich,  and  anything  I  could  get  for  free  interested 
me,  so  I  continued  to  read  further  down.  All  you  had  to  do  to 
win  a  fantastic  prize  was  write  25  words  describing  the  quote 

unique  taste  of  Sugar  Frosted  Zappers.   They  had  a  unique 
taste  alright  I      I  could  think  of  quite  a  few  words  to  describe 
the  taste  of  'Zappers/3  but  I  had  a  feeling  that  those  words 
weren ' t  exactly  what  the  company  had  in  mind .   They  didn 3 1 
say  just  what  the  prizes  were,  >eyond  saying  that  they  were 

fantastic."  Well,  anyway,  I  sent  in  my  25  words,  every  one  of 
which  was  a  dirty  lie.   I  really  felt  guilty  writing  garbage 
like  that,  and  I  debated  sending  it.   I  wrote  that  their  cereal 
was  the  only  kind  I  liked  (the  only  kind  I  could  afford  would  be 
closer)  j    and  that  they  tasted  like  a  cross  between  potatoe 
chips  and  caviar.   I  mailed  it,,  however,  and  waited  for  a  reply. 
After  about  two  months,  I  gave  up  and  stopped  checking  the  mail 
box  every  day. 

but  then,  approximately  a  month  ago,  a  registered  letter  in 
a  green  and  purple  envelope  came  for  me.   It  was  from  the  company 
that  made  "Sugar  Frosted  Zappers i "   I  ripped  it  open,  hurriedly 
read  the  purple  letter  inside.   It  said  that  I  had  won  a  second 
place  in  the  contest,  and  that  they  were  sorry  for  trie  delay, 
and  that  my  fantastic  prize  would  arrive  tomorrow!   So  the 
next  day  I  rushed  home  right  after  work,  and  zoomed  up  to  the 
mailbox.   It  was  here'   The  package  was  about  a  couple  of  feet 
high,  and  a  foot  wide,  and  it  was  heavy.   It  was  wrapped  in  a 
bright  green  wrapper  with  the  words  t 

YOUR  FANTASTIC  GIFT 
HAS  ARRIVED!  1 1  I 

printed  in  huge  purple  letters.   I  ran  back  into  the  house  and 
tore  off  the  paper  excitedly.   The  fantastic  prize  was  encased 
in  a  shining  green  box  with  a  stunning  purple  lid.   I  carefully 
lifted  the  cover,  and  peered  into  the  green  interior  of  the 
container,   by  God'   It  looks  like  a  garbage  disposal!   That,s 
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what  it  was.   Tastefully  decorated  in  a  bright  green  color, 
with  purple  trim,  the  disposal  was  magnificent!   This  is 
great'   I  grabbed  the  installation  instructions  and  began  to 
tie  this  fantastic  disposal  into  the  plumbing  beneath  the  sink. 
It  only  tool;  a  few  minutes,  and  soon  it  was  ready  for  use,   I 
looked  at  the  instruction  booklet  under  operating  procedure, 
and  they  said  that  in  this  disposal,  you  feed  in  through  the 
sink  drain,  and  that's  all,  except  that  every  month  it  has  to 
be  emptied . 

You  see,  this  disposal  was  the  newest  type  around,  and  it 
turns  your  garbage  into  a  form  that  can  be  brought  to  the  dump. 
I  was  proud  of  that  disposal ,  and  I  used  to  show  my  friends  how 
it  operated,  and  sometimes  I°d  let  them  feed  a  hunk  of  coffee 
grounds  or  a  piece  of  rotten  meat  down  it  and  see  the  waste 
get  ground  into  smithereens*, 

Then  came  the  momentous  day.   It  was  exactly  one  month 
since  I  had  received  the  machine,  and  it  had  to  be  emptied. 
When  I  opened  the  trap  door  at  the  bottom  of  the  green  housing, 
thousands  of  purple  and  green  flakes  fell  on  the  floor.   Ever 
since  I  found  out  how  they  make  that  cereal,  and  why  it  co-sts 
so  little.  I  always  tell  my  friends,  "Take  it  from  me,  don't 
ever  enter  a  contest  from  off  the  back  of  a  cereal  box-. .and 
for  God ' s  Sake . . » 

Don't  buy  "Sugar  Frosted  ZappersT"' 

John  Shaffer 


KIDS 

It  was  late  when  I  woke  up  this  morning  and  I  could  feel 
something  was  wrong.   I  looked  about  the  room,  everything  was 
in  its  place.   The  chest  of  drawers,  the  mirror,  the  radio, 
my  dirty  shirt  from  yesterday,  and  Christ  even  the  air  con- 
ditioner  was  still  in  the  window. 

Got  to  take  that  out  soon,"  I  said  aloud,  "After  all,  it 
is  almost  November."   Eut  still  something  nagged  at  me.   What 
was  it  I  wondered? 

After  finally  getting  out  of  bed  and  forcing  myself  to 
leave  the  sanctity  of  my  pillow  I  went  to  the  kitchen. 

Is  somebody  sick?"  I  asked  no  one  in  particular.   Almost 
at  once  four  people  started  to  chatter  about  my  question. 

Hold  it,  hold  it,"  I  yell,  scaring  myself  with  the  noise 
I  made. 
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CiTV 


Why  do  you  ask  if  someone  is  sick,"  my  wife  timidly  questions? 

"Oh— ah-- well  I-  ah  had  a  funny  feeling  a  feu  minutes  ago 
and  I  just  felt  something  v/as  wrong/ 

'Well,  we're  all  o.k.   Right  kids,"  she  replied. 

'Right,  Daddy,"  said  Rhonda,  ''I'm  o.k.  but  maybe  you're 
sick.   Are  you  sick  Daddy?  Maybe  I  should  take  your  patempature. 

Uo/  I  replied  laughing,  'thanks  honey,  but  I'm  o.k.    The 
feeling  persisted  through  breakfast  and  into  the  late  morning. 
Every  time  the  phone  rang  I  knew  it  was  bad  news  but  damn  it, 
nothing  had  happened.   I  watched  the  mailman  trudge  up  the 
street.   He  seemed  a  little  slower  than  usual.   Aha,  here  it 
comes,  a  bad  news  letter.   But  he  walked  right  on  by  the  house. 
Shit,  no  mail.   Dinner  time  passed  and  the  day  wore  on. 

:  Taybe  you  just  got  up  on  the  wrong  side  of  the  bed,   my 
wife  suggested. 

Yah  maybe,'  was  the  only  reply  I  could  muster. 
Rhonda  again  came  to  the  rescue  and  made  me  laugh  by  running 
from  the  bedroom  yelling,   That's  it  Dad,  you  got  up  on  the 
wrong  side  of  the  bed.      I  found  your  pajamas  on  Horn's  side. 
ITow  do  you  feel  better?7 

'Sure  do.   But  I  don't  really.   But  how  do  you  explain  that 
to  a  four  year  old?  Boy,  what  a  rotten  day.   I  just  know  some- 
thing is  wrong  and  until  I  find  out  I  just  can't  think  straight. 
Suddenly  the  door  to  the  kitchen  burst  open  and  in  rushed  the 
other  two  kids,  £aron  and  Erika,  smiling  from  ear  to  ear. 

"We  know  why  you  feel  bad  today  Daddy,"  said  Aaron. 

fTYeah,  we  know" echoed  Erika. 

'Well,  what  is  it  please/'  asked  my  wife? 

Today  Daddy  was  supposed  to  get  up  early  to  watch  the  new 
cartoons  with  us/  Erika  excitedly  replied.   t;And  he  promised, 
we  just  forgot  to  wake  him  up/ 

"Oh  boy,  that's  right/'  I  laughed.   ::And  I;ve  been  sitting 
here  all  day  worrying/- 

!0h  don't  worry  Dad/1  chirped  Aaron,  'you  can  always  buy 
as  an  ice  cream  instead.  ' 

Dick  Eastman 


Carried  Away 

I  couldn't  think  of  a  single  thing  to  write  about  until  I 
got  out  into  the  fresh,  exhilarating  air  and  took  my  first 
gulp.   That  new,  vibrating,  refreshing  breath  zoomed  to  my 
brain  and  exploded,  causing  thousands  of  tiny  zingy  sensations 
on  the  inner  wall  of  my  cerebral  cortex.   Each  zing  turned  into 
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a  thought,  an  idea,  and  soon  there  were  thousands ,  running 
around  bumping  into  each  other ,  becoming  sentences ,   And  my 
head  was  full  of  things  to  write  about ,   I  knew  that  I  had  to 
sit  down  right  then  and  jot  them  down  because  if  I  didn't  I 
would  forget o   The  sentences  were  running  rampant ,    each  fight- 
ing to  become  a  nerve  impulse  that  my  brain  would  send  to  my 
left  handy  to  be  eternally  inscribed  on  a  piece  of  white 
lined  paper o   The  sentences  were  zooming  around,  being  shot 
out  of  my  ears  like  torpedoes,  fired  from  my  eyes  like  rapid- 
fire,,  automatic.-  machine  guns,  and  marching  out  of  my  mouth 
with  General  George  Patton  in  the  leado 

Soon  my  brain  was  left  empty ,  the  contents  spewed  all  over 
the  paper o   The  remains  of  my  crumpled  body  gathered  itself 
together  and  I  proceeded  om/ard  to  my  1CK50  English  class  0 

Beth  Bell 

A  Gloomy  Day  on  the  Road 

::Brrrf   Here  comes  a  Volvo,  just  maybe,  HOT  SHIT!   Itfs 
pulling  over.  p'God,  look  at  all  those  "Jesus  Saves"  bumper 
stickers o"   (After  moving  all  the  bibles  and  wrestling  with 
the  piles  of  -plastic  g low- in - the -dark  Jesuscs  I  manage  to 
squeeze  in  the-  back.   An  old  lady  that  looks  like  Gloria  Meir 
and  a  young  girl  are  sitting  in  the  front,) 

"Boy"   Sure  is  cold  out  there,  glad  you  came  along .   It's 
strange,  I've  been  getting  rides  with  a  lot  of  people  that 
are  into  religion  lately*   There's  so  much  mistrust  nowadays 
that  it ' s  hard  to  get  a  ride  at  all . " 

"Well,  we  believe  in  helping  those  less  fortunate  than  us, 
all  of  us  have  to  get  together  with  Jesus  because  the  end  is 
near  you  know . !: 

3iYa,  a  lot  of  people  have  been  talking  about  the  end  coming 
soon;  I  like  to  look  on  the  brighter  side*  Well—whatever  you 
get  into  I  suppose . n 

5  Oh  no  I  There's  only  one  thing  to  get  into  and  that's  God, 
if  you  want  to  be  saved  that  is .  -! 

::Saved°   Saved  from  what?  The  end?v: 

t:Why,  saved  from  eternal  damnation  when  the  end  comes .   You 
know  in  the  bible  it  says  that  when  the  holy  city  is  surrounded 
by  soldiers,  the  end  is  nearo" 

"Really!   I  heard  that  all  these  U,Fo0o  sightings  are  ob- 
serving us  for  an  attack  in  the  near  future .   Either  that  or 
a  germ  warfare  accident  and  we'll  all  die  of  the  creeping  green 
fungi }    course  I  don't  believe  in  that  jive,  besides  which,  if 
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if  we  all  die  we're  still  dead  and  what  good  will  worrying 
do?f? 

Well,  you  have  to  prepare  yourself  for  the  end  you  know, 
or  are  you  on  of  those  sadists  that  likes  the  thought  of  sp^nd 
ing  eternity  in  the  fires  of  Hell?  What  religion  are  you  any™ 
way?5 

■Well,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I'm  a  Bokonist." 
I've  never  heard  of  that  one,  what's  it  all  about  anyway?" 

"It's  based  on  the  fact  that  all  religion's  bullshit  and 
we  are  put  en  earth  to  get  into  our  own  things  and  spread  love 
everywhere o  We  just  lay  around  and  rub  feet  together  and  pass 
intense  love  vibes  to  everyone . " 

•'That's  a  strange  religion  and  I'll  bet  I  knew  who  started 
ito 

Sure,  Bokcn  started  it  down  on  a  little  island  in  the 
Pacific . 

Yes,  but  I  know  where  he  get  the  idea,  from  the  devil . 
He's  always  trying  to  undermine  all  that's  good."5 

(I  can't  hack  this  another  second.)    Ill  get  out  here.   Well, 
thanks  for  the  ride,"  (Wroom)  "have  fun,"   (Excellent!   A  ride, 
first  car.)   How  far  ya  going?'" 

"Just  to  Gardner,  to  the  Jlounto" 

"Great,  just  where  I'm  heading.   Wow,  just  got  a  ride  with 
these  Jesus  freaks,  really  spaced  me  out.!i 

:  Ya,  I  know  what  you  mean,  really  meet  some  strange  ones  on 
that  road.   Say,  ya  hear  about  that  comet  that's  coming, 
supposed  to  smash  right  smack  into  the  Earth,  end  it  alii.' 
ITo,  no,  pessimists,  everyone's  a  pessimist  I" 

Chris  Cookman 
*     *     * 


THE  UNEXPECTED  TRIP 

It  was  a  Friday  night  and  I  was  watching  T.V.  as  usual. 
The  phone  rang.   It  was  long  distance  from  California.   I 
thought  it  was  Bob,  my  old  school  buddy,  calling  me  like  he 
has  before.   But  it  wasn't.   The  voice  said,  'Bob  has  been 
in  a  very  bad  accident  and  the  doctors  don't  think  he  will  live 

A  hot  weird  feeling  came  over  me  like  I  had  been  put  into 
Hell.   I  thought  to  myself,  "Farner,  no  it  can't  be  true.   He 
can't  die,  he's  the  same  age  as  me.   Ho. . .no. . .no. . . 

Mextr  m^x-nincj  i  yot  a  plane  ticket  to  go  and  see  him.   On  the 
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long  trip  I  felt  empty  and  all  I  kept  thinking  was,  he  can't 
die .   Wo > .  .no . . .no . .  . 

After  the  hassle  at  the  airport  and  the  traffic,  I  got  to 
Bob '  s  house  and  sacked  out . 

I  went  to  the  hospital,  ...  how  can  I  say  it?  He  was  a 
mass  of  cuts,  broken  bones,  stitches,  tubes  and  wires.   I  said, 
11  Hey  Farner,  you  look  like  the  water  pipe  we  used  to  smoke  out 
of  with  all  those  tubes  and  wires. 

He  smiled. 

"Why  the  hell  did  you  run  into  that  truck?  You  wrecked 
your  new  bike  you  stupid  ass," 

He  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

The  rest  of  the  day  and  the  week  the  same  deadly  silence 
continued.   Then  Thursday  morning  a  call  came  to  the  house 
that  said  that  Bob  had  died  in  his  sleep.   No. . .no. . .no. . . 

Gary  Iiartines 
*     *     * 

Grooving 

I  took  a  walk,  man  what  a  trip'   I  felt  real  good  just  had 
to  flip.   Climbed  a  mountain  to  take  in  views..  A  flamboyant 
display  of  soothing  hues.   Engulfed  its  brilliance  and  began 
my  descent.   Kept  realization  of  where  I  went.   Thoughts  spread 
cut  now,  I'm  thinking  clearly  about  the  past.   Real  good  year. 
Severed  a  path  and  cleared  my  head.   Right  direction,  straight 
ahead.   Encountered  brush  and  threw  it  a side --ground  stripped 
bare,  find  nothing  to  hide.   Formed  a  pattern  (design  of  life?) 
See  more  brush,  "attack"  with  my  knife.   I  perform  moie  hacking, 
cutting  and  slicing,  but  find  loose  limbs  that  need  some 
splicing.   A  path  is  laid  in  front  of  my  eyes,  but  its  apparent 
age  is  what  I  despise.   It's  too  familiar,  worn  and  rough.   A 
path  that  simply  just  has  to  be  tough.   Ahead  is  a  clearing,  a 
frooh  -flowing  stream  eii-ehers  slowly  around,  subtle  and  mean0 
Mean  in  the  sense  that  its  fierce  and  proud  and  subtle  in 
the  sense  that  it's  not  too  loud.   Go  close  to  the  edge  and 
see  my  reflection.   Wo  ripples  occur,  my  own  ressurection?   I 
took  a  long  walk,  man  what  a  trip.   I  felt  so  good,  I  just  had 
to  flip* 1 2  — 

Jay  Blue 
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Love  Story 


Scene:   A  swallowing  pool  of  sand,  ever  moving,  ever  liquid,  and 
forever  changing .   It  is  quid:  sand  or  maybe  not,  all  relative, 
depending  on  time  and  what  is  meant  to  be.   And  just  barely 
large  enough  for  two  people . 

Rather  unaffected  and  almost  completely  accepting  of  their 
present  circumstance  are  a  man  and  a  woman,  once  very  close, 
and  very  close  again,  up  to  their  necks  in  this  sand. 

This  is  their  first  meeting  after  not  seeing  one  another 
for  some  time.   Both  want  to  get  together,  yet  the  man  does  not 
realize  how  close  they  are.   Fie  is  leaving  it  to  fate,  feeling 
it  impossible  to  fight  the  already  established  pattern  made 
for  them  since  the  beginning  of  time. 

The  v/oman,  not  knowing  what  their  pattern  is,  will  give 
it  a  try. 


haven't  seen  you  in  some  time 


How 


Woman.   Well  dear  friend,  I 

are  things? 
Man;    Hot  bad*   You  know,,   You?? 
Woman :   I  guess  I  have  been  just  flowing  with  the  changes. 

Just  letting  it  all  happen. 
I  Ian;    Did  you  wear  your  boots  today? 
Woman 2   Nope.,   Totally  unprepared.   Guess  I  should  have  known 

better. 
Han;    Remember  when  we  were  only  knee  deep  in  this? 
Woman s   Sure  do-— you,  me,  little  Amy,  and  Anthony.   Yes,  when 

we  thought  it  was  just  a  trip  we  were  doing;  only 

playing  it  like  it  would  last  forever. 
Man.    Forever  is  a  long  time.   Really  like  your  hat.   Did  you 

get  it  at  Saks  or  the  Goodwill? 
Woman.   Oh  really  11      Saks'   Goodwill i   Goodwill-- freewill,  which 

shall  we  speak  of  next? 
Han;    Neither.   But  the  hat  does  suit  you  just  fine.   It's 

really  you  and  so  pretty  with  those  eyes.   So  hard  to 

forget. 
Woman;   Well,  I  am  glad  you  noticed,  the  hat,  I  mean.   Anyway, 

wish  you  could  see  the  matching  nightgown  I  have  on. 

But  the  sand  has  probably  soiled  it  by  new. 
Man;    Probably,  as  all  sand  is  not  as  clean  as  the  kind  kept 

in  the  hour  glass „ 
Woman;:   And,  if  time  isn't  running  out... 

Man.    Oh  yeah,  running  out!   I've  got  to  be  going.   No.   May- 
be I'll  stay  awhile.   That  is,  if  it  is  alright  with 

you? 
Woman.   It's  always  alright  with  me.   And  it  is  always   Just 
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alright  with  you.  But  listen,  if  you  still  can.  And  you 
can  still  see  these  eyes.   Look.   Look  deep.   Just  look.  Who 
is  looking  back  at  you? 

Han;    You. 

Woman-   Look  deeper  before  we  sink. 

Han  ■;  I  see  me.   Yes,  I  see  me  in  your  eyes  and  I  see  you, 

too.   Looking  at  me  as  if  it  v/as  meant  to  be. 
Woman,   Yes,  and  the  two  of  us  not  just  looking  back. 

Kathleen  Burns 
*     *     * 

"Water  Hakes  Your  Eyes  Cry" 

Do  you  want  to  come  in  while  I  change?" 

No,  I  don't  think  I  could  face  your  family, "  she  mumbled 
in  a  disgusting  undertone. 

O.K.  he  thought  as  he  unbuckled  his  seat  belt,  sprang  open 
the  door  and  trudged  up  the  side  stairs.    If  she  wants  to 
sit  in  the  car  and  cool  off,  it's  all  right  with  me."  Now 
trying  to  detour  his  mind  to  other  matters,  he  heard  his  father 
call,  'Hey,  who's  that  walking  down  the  road?" 

r"What?c"  he  screamed  and  darted  to  the  slider.   He  strained 
his  eyes  trying  to  make  out  the  shadowy  figure  hustling  down 
the  road.   "No.0   It  can't  bel"      Unhesitatingly,  he  slid  the 
door  open  and  bellowed  at  the  top  of  his  lungs,  "where  the 
Hell  do  you  think  you're  going?5' 

"I'm  sorry,"  quiet,  "But..." 

"BUT  NOTHING* !   This  is  so  damned  stupid^l   STUPIDS!   Get 
up  here  and  we'll  talk  about  it."  Still  steaming,  he  turned 
to  find  half  his  family  standing  there  in  awe  at  his  performance 
He  inched  his  way  through  them  with  a  "why  is  everyone  staring 
at  ire  look  on  his  face,"  which  was  beet  red  from  high  blood 
pressure.   "I'll  explain  tomorrow,"  he  managed  to  pull  out 
calmly,  as  he  whisked  by  his  father. 

Rushing  around,  trying  to  organize  things,  he  couldn't  find 
anything  he  wanted.   No  mittens,  no  hat,  no  skates.    Hurling 
things  left  and  right,  he  finally  got  everything  together. 
"You  wait  till  I  get  hold  of  her,"  he  kept  repeating,, 

Leaping  down  four  or  five  stairs  at  a  time,  he  heard  a  faint 
rapping  on  the  door  as  he  hurtled  the  staircase.   Whipping  it 
open,  there  she  stood.   "I  got  to  the  end  of  the  road,"  gulp, 
'it's  so  dark, ::   is  all  she  could  stutter  before  her  eyes  began 
to  fill  with. o . 

Key  Horn,  Dad,  we're  leaving." 

Faye  Bourgeois 
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Blow  Out 

'Get  the  Hell  outta  here,  you  goddamn  kids/5  the  elderly 
woman  screamed  as  the  marauding  maniacs  from  Clinton  High 
screeched  out  of  her  backyard. 

r  All  right ,  we're  blairing  tonight!" 

"Wow,  we6 re  totalled I" 

Somehow,  the  car  quieted  down  to  a  dull  roar.   (Kaybe 
because  we  missed  a  tree  by  about  two  inches .)   ?<7e  were  all 
screwed  up.  We  musta  drank  about  tx-zelve  cases.   But  anyway, 
we  were  cruising  and  boozing  and  having  a  great  time.   All  of 
a  sudden  Bob/  the  thinker  of  the  bunch,  came  up  with  the 
classic  question i 

'What  would  you  do  if  the  world  ended?" 
I'd  move.' 

'Huh?1 

"What's  he  talking  about?" 

"Who  knows?3' 

"No,  seriously  you  guys,  what  would  you  do  if  the  world 
ended?" 

"I°d  take  ten  hits  of  acid  and  watch  the  light  show." 
I'd  write  my  congressman  and  complain  about  the  noise." 

'Come  on  you  guys,  can't  you  get  serious  for  one  fuckin 
minute? :' 

:!tIo.r' 

1  Look  lleathead,  if  the  world  did  end,  what  could  we  do 
anyway? " 

'That's  true,  I'm  sorry  I  ever  asked.   So  what.   It'll 
probably  never  happen  any ..." 

Before  Bob  could  finish,   a  blinding  white  flash  enveloped 
Clinton,  and  the  rest  of  the  world.. 


OOOOOOOOOOO   OOOOOOOOOOCQ   oo 


Richard  Tomolo 

The  Old  Boat 

It  was  on  the  coast  of  Maine  down  among  the  many  rocks.   Her 
name  was  Dove.   She  was  an  old,  thirty-foot  sloop  which  had 
been  washed  up  on  the  rocks  during  the  night  tide.   Her  gaft 
rigging  and  her  torn  sails  still  fluttering  in  the  wind,  as  if 
she  was  trying  for  the  last  time  to  sail  on  the  sea.   As  she 
laid  there,  her  bottom  badly  torn,  she  seemed  to  moan  and  groan 
as  the  tide  moved  up.   The  cold  brisk  water  rushing  into  her 
hull,  rushing  over  the  gunwale  down  onto  the  main  deck.   Bubbling, 
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foaming^  swishing,  the  ocean  swallowed  up  the  sloop  as  she 

slid  down  the  rocks  into  the  bottom  of  the  sea,  never  to  be  seen 

again o 

Darry  Santerre 
*     *     * 

Falling  Asleep 

There  you  are,  all  alone  in  your  house,  trying  to  fall 
asleep  in  absolute  silence,  well  not  quite  absolute.   There 
are  things  to  disturb  you  as  you  try  desperately  to  fall  off 
to  sleep.  The  big  old  grandfather  clock  in  the  hall  beside 
your  bedroom  door  is  busy  keeping  time.   The  long  brass  pendu- 
lum in  its  dark  brown  mahogany  case,  sways  back  and  forth,  back 
and  forth,  tick  tock,  tick~tock-tick~tock,  like  a  human  heart, 
tick-tock.   Beneath  your  floor  the  heat  is  inching  its  way  up 
from  the  furnace  below,  crackling  and  popping  the  pipes  right 
below  your  bed.   And  of  course  your  bedroom  is  near  the  street 
so  the  hum  of  the  rubber  tires  against  the  ash-colored  asphalt 
keeps  you  unwantingly  awake. 

Dong-bong- bong,  on  and  on  it  goes,  that  damn  clock  suddenly 
echoes  its  time  throughout  the  house,  with  that  deep,  strong 
tone.   Eleven  o'clock  and  that  jewel -shaped  object  called  the 
moon,  lights  up  the  sky  as  well  as  your  bedroom  as  it  peeks 
through  the  separation  in  the  curtains.   It  sits  up  there  and 
shines  like  a  streetlight  on  a  lonely,  pitchblack  road.   Bong, 
there  goes  that  clock  again -bong- twelve  o * clock-bong—fcick-tock- 
hum~pop~tick-=bong0 . . 

B .  Vandebrock 


A  Patch  of  Pink  Snow 

The  sun  shone  through  my  shades  and  I  awoke.   I  groggily 
sat  up  and  peered  through  the  Venetian  blinds  to  behold  a 
brilliant  day.   At  least  eight  inches  of  new  powder"  flashed 
through  my  mind  as  I,  more  alertly  now,  viewed  new  snow  that 
quilted  trees,  houses,  and  other  objects  left  out  in  the 
previous  night's  storm. 

I  bounced  out  of  bed  and  downstairs  to  get  a  better  look 
at  the  scene  of  plows  and  people  digging  themselves  out  of 
their  isolated  houses.   You  could  hear  the  scraping  of  the  shovels 
on  the  concrete  walks. 
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Ski  was  all  I  could  think  of  as  I  zipped  around  the  house 
collecting  various  items  of  winter-wear.   It  seemed  to  take 
me  longer  than  forever  to  eat  breakfast,  wash  up,  get  dressed, 
and  lug  my  skis,  poles,  and  boots  out  to  the  car. 

Thank  God  the  car  started  right  up-   I  was  at  long  last  on 
my  way  to  the  mountain.   I  rolled  down  my  window,  turned  the 
radio  up  full  blast,  and  sang  along  with  every  song  (whether 
I  knew  the  words  or  not)  for  the  ten  minute  ride-   But  today 
the  words  didn't  matter,  nothing  mattered  but  skiing. 

TJhen  I  found  a  parking  space,  it  took  me  ten  minutes  to  take 
off  my  after- ski  boots,  I  was  so  excited-   I  whipped  them  into 
the  back  seat-   I  managed  to  get  on  my  boots  and  skis,  and  ski- 
skated  into  the  short  early -morning  lift  line. 

The  first  run  of  the  day-  I  didnct  know  my  lift  partner, 
but  it  didn't  matter,  and  we  idly  chatted  as  our  breath  made 
quick- disappearing  clouds  in  the  crispy  air. 

At  the  top,  I  made  the  good-bye  quick  and  dashed  off-   Oh, 
it  was  heaven-   And,  yes,  I  was  showing  off  a  little,  well, 
maybe  even  a  lot  and  why  not?  I  was  doing  great.   A  small 
lump  of  snow  caught  my  eye,  and  I  decided  to  do  a  little,  but 
classy  jump  over  it-   I  felt  good,  and  decided  it  was  about 
time ,a  real  pro  showed  those  high-classed  ski  instructors  what 
this  sport  is  all  about. 

A  small  turn  sprayed  snow  on  one  of  the  bunnies  and  pointed 
me  toward  the  prospective  jump-   Eut  my  ski  got  caught  on  a 
small  branch  and  I  lost  balance.   I  was  suddenly  uncoordinated 
and  I  could  see  the  snow  coming  at  me  in  slow  motion. 

I  started  to  panic— my  binding  didn't  release  and  while  ...I 
was  soaring  forward  my  foot  was  stuck  right  where  I  left  it— 
under  the  branch-   My  whole  right  leg  ripped  warpedly  and  I 
simultaneously  heard  and  felt  it  snap-   I  flopped  to  the  ground 
and  buried  my  face  in  my  arms-  Ify   leg  instantly  swelled  as 
I  felt  the  blood  pumping  out  at  a  point  where  (I  later  found 
out)  the  bone  had  punctured  the  skin. 

Wow  came  the  endless  wait  for  the  pumpkin  parkas  to  come 
and  rescue  me.   They  arrived  armed  with  toboggan  and  first  aid 
kit  (big  deal)  and  gulped  at  the  sight  of  my  leg.   By  that 
time,  I  could  feel  the  coolness  of  the  air-chilled  blood  next 
to  my  skin.   The  pain  overwhelmed  me  as  I  cringed  and  sobbed 
hysterically - 

I  sputtered  out,  "Will  I  be  able  to  ski  again?'1 

'Look,  sweetheart,  you'd  better  start  praying  you'll  walk,'* 
was  the  response-   How  encouraging. 

I  was  tenderly  loaded  on  the  toboggan  as  they  walk-talkied 
to  the  base  for  an  ambulance.   The  sun  didn't  seem  so  bright  as 
one  of  the  lift  men  turned  my  puddle  of  blood  into  a  patch  of 
pink  snow. 

Harguerite  Niemi 
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High  on  Life 

The  sun  glistens  off  a  foot  of  freshly  fallen  powdered 
snow  as  I  swish  down  the  unloading  ramp.   The  wind  is  blowing 
snow  up  my  nose  and  in  my  eyes  as  I  thrust  myself  toward  what 
appears  to  be  a  cliff.  When  I  reach  the  edge,  my  ski  tips 
hang  over  a  few  feet; looking  out  I  feel  like  I'mon  the  top 
of  the  world  and  under  me  I  look  at  what  I 'm  about  to  ski  down 
and  something  inside  me  starts  to  stir.   I  jump  up  and  down  a 
few  times  and  feel  the  skis  vibrate  under  me.  With  a  couple 
of  powerful  thrusts  of  the  skis  to  gain  speed,  I  see  the  moguls 
coming  at  me  faster,  faster,  until  I've  reached  the  speed  I 
want,  and  I  feel  really  great  inside.   I  guesss  free  is  what  I 
feel.  With  quick  planting  of  my  poles  and  fast  turning  of  my 
feet  my  skis  respond  instantly  as  if  they  were  a  part  of  me 
as  we  wedlen  in  and  out  of  the  moguls ;  now  I'm  really  hyped 
up'   I  hear  music  inside  my  head.,  and  I  move  to  the  time  of 
the  music  as  the  fine  powder  sprays  out  from  under  my  skis. 
The  music  is  fast  and  so  am  I  as  I  head  for  what  looks  to 
be  a  fair-sized  jump.  Uaen  I  hit  the  crest  of  it  I  spring 
myself  up  into  flight  with  my  legs  and  I  feel  timelessly 
suspended  in  air  as  the  trees  fly  by  and  the  ground  drops  be- 
low me.   The  music  has  stopped  now,  and  then  sudden  fear  strikes 
I  realize  that  I'm  in  for  a  real  wipeout'   When  I  hit,  the  im- 
pact flattens  me  out  on  the  back  of  the  skis;  now  IDm  tumbling 
over  and  over,  face  first  and  all  I  can  see  is  the  snow  spraying 
everywhere.   The  skis  are  ripped  off  my  feet  and  I  feel  help- 
less as  I  tumble  down  the  hill,  and  now  finally  I've  stopped. 
Laying  there  in  a  heap  in  the  snow  I  wipe  the  snow  off  my  face 
and  stand  up,  and  laugh  at  the  sight  of  myself  and  jump  up  and 
down  and  shake  all  over  to  get  the  snow  out  of  my  back.   I 
climb  up  the  hill  to  pick  up  my  hat  and  poles,  and  I  look  at 
the  mess  I've  made  in  the  snow*   Once  I've  put  everything  back 
on,  I  slowly  ski  on  down  the  hill,  my  skis  no  longer  a  part  of 
me,  and  I  feel  shaky  as  I  head  toward  the  lift.   I  know  that 
I'm  going  to  go  right  back  up  there  and  try  that  jump  again. 
How  that  my  confidence  is  back  I  start  to  hear  music  again  and 
I  start  to  pick  up  speed. 

Chris toper  Cookman 


Breakfast  -Anyone 
It's  the  end  of  the  first  week  of  marriage.   The  time  is 
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hectic  hour  for  the  newlyweds.   Gloria  was  feverishly  trying 
to  put  love  and  care  into  Thursday  morning's  breakfast,  rouse 
her  twenty-one  year  old  baby  from  out  of  those  inviting  sheets 
and  just  plain  organize  the  day  that  lay  ahead. 

Dave,  get  your  ass  up  before  you're  late  for  school Tr 

Ummmm, "  came  a  grunt  from  the  pillows  that  topped  a  mound 
sprawled  under  the  sheets.   The  mass  of  linen  shifted  its 
position. 

Gloria's  breakfasts  were  out  of  this  world,  a  new  gourmet 
creation  every  morning.  While  salvaging  the  milk  and  juice 
from  the  snow  (the  Thomas's  were  not  endowed  with  a  refrigera- 
tor and  depended  or  the  good  graces  of  mother  nature  for  re- 
frigeration) ,  she  remembered  Dave's  words,  'the  success  to 
good  cooking  is  imagination. t:   This  gave  her  an  idea  for  the 
upcoming  meal.   "Why  not,  bet  cinnamon  and  scrambled  eggs 
taste  pretty  good .   Dave  I " 

"1 5m  up. " 

"lake  Gcme  noise,  open  a  drawer  or  something  go  I  know 
you ' re  physically  moving.'" 

' I :m  up  I  tell  you." 

"Okay,  just  wanted  to  make  sure." 

Ey  now  breakfast  was  in  the  making ,  eggs  scrambled,  salt, 
pepper  and  cinnamon  mixed  in  well,  frying  pan  heated,  coffee 
on,  toast  in  the  toaster,  cereal  and  juice  on  the  table. 
"What  a  lucky  guy  to  have  me  and  my  imagination  to  feed  him-— . ' 

Gloria,  I'm  almost  through.  Stupid  landlord  could  have 
put  heat  in  the  bathroom,  nearly  froze  my  ass  off." 

"Should  have  used  my  bathrobe." 

Ha.'  Ha  J"  Sitting  down  at  the  table,  he  asks,  "What  five 
course  meal  do  you  have  for  me  this  morning?" 

Gloria  ever  so  lovingly  dished  out  and  arranged  the  eggs 
on  her  unsuspecting  husband's  plate.   As  she  silently  sat  down, 
excitement  of  Christmas  morning  fell  over  her  as  she  eagerly 
watched  the  first  spoonful  of  eggs  disappear  into  his  mouth. 
His  entire  expression  was  one  of  shock I  With  the  same  note 
of  excitement  she  asked,  "Is  it  alright?  Do  you  like  them?" 
Dave  wasn't  quite  sure  WHAT  he  had  placed  in  his  mouth  so  he 
slowly  moved  the  contents  to  discover  it  was  the  most  horrify- 
ing experience  he  had  ever  put  his  taste  buds  through.  Finally 
out  of  shock  and  realizing  what  she  had  done, 

You  put  cinnamon  in  my  scrambled  eggs!   Why  the  hell  d'you 
do  that  for?'1 

Wow  on  the  verge  of  tears,  "You've  been  telling  me  'use  your 
imagination'  so  I  do  and-—." 


40. 

Ohhh  hon,1  a  gentle  touch  is  tactfully  placed  under  her 
chin.   Just  promise  me,  no  more  cinnamon  in  my  eggs. 

Gloria  didn't  ansv/er  and  needless  to  say,  cinnamon  and 
scrambled  eggs  never  together  graced  the  Thomas  breakfast 
table. 

Shirley  M«  Wilder 


So  Beautiful . . . 

The  night  was  so  beautiful,  I  decided  to  take  a  walk.   I 
wanted  to  be  alone,  with  no  one  to  interrupt  my  comforting 
silence. 

No  one  to  distract  me  from  gasing  at  the  bright  patterns 
of  the  fluorescent  stars. 

I  walked  down  the  back  roads  where  the  moon's  bright  re~ 
flection  would  have  no  competition  from  the  piercing  headlights 
of  the  noisy,  air -polluting  cars  that  zoomed  by. 

Sitting  down  Ly  the  river,  I  listened  to  all  the  sounds  of 
nature.   Crickets,  leaves  rustling  in  the  wind,  some  little 
animal  scurrying  around  the  bushes.   It  was  so  peaceful,  I 
just  relaxed  and  let  my  imagination  run  away  with  me. 

Before  I  even  realized  it,  I  found  myself  thinking  of  all 
evil  things.   An  undefinable  noise  on  the  riverbank  became  a 
dangerous  animal  ready  to  attack.   A  slight  scurrying  along  the 
grass  became  a  poisonous  snake.   I  felt  a  bug  crawl  dov/n  my 
back.   I  couldn't  stand  it  there  anymore.   It  seemed  like  one 
of  the  first  Halloween  .  nights  I  went  out  "trick  or  treating' 
when  I  was  much  younger.   Everything  was  scary  and  creepy. 
If  only  I  could  hear  the  familiar  sound  of  a  car  or  if  I  had  a 
friend  to  be  with,  to  talk  to. 

I  abruptly  rose  to  my  feet  and  headed  towards  home.   I  felt 
some  evil  chasing  me,  not  human,  not  animal,  just  "feelings,' 
and  evil  feelings,  chasing  me,  making  me  walk  faster  and  faster. 

When  I  reached  home,  I  went  directly  to  my  room.   As  I 
laid  on  my  bed,    I  gazed  out  the  window  at  the  street  lights, 
at  the  trees,  the  moon  and  the  stars.   It  is  a  beautiful  night, 
I  wished  I  had  stayed  by  the  river. 

Mary  S trout 


Afraid  of  the  Dark 
Have  you  ever  gone  strolling  at  night  through  a  dark  patch 
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of  woods,  never  knowing  what  is  lurking  behind  every  tree,  every 
bush,,  wondering  what  is  there  or  what's  going  to  leap  out  at 
you. 

Trying  to  think  of  problems  that  are  on  your  mind,  or  what 
has  been  really  bothering  you.   You  can't'   You  just  can't. 
All  you  can  think  about  is  what's  going  to  be  behind  the  next 
tree. 

Then  a  car  comes  rolling  down  the  road.   All  you  can  see 
is  two  glaring  headlights.   Inside  you  kind  of  hope  that  maybe 
it's  a  friend  that  will  stop  and  rap  with  you  awhile,  but  the 
car  just  whizzes  by  and  doesn't  even  slow  down. 

Then  when  you  get  home  scraping  your  feet  along  the  pavement, 
you  feel  ashamed  that  a  guy  your  age  is  still  afraid  of  the 
dark , 

The  next  day  you  get  up  and  go  out.   You  look  around,  search 
ing  for  what  you  were  afraid  of.   You  just  laugh  at  yourself 
because  there's  nothing  there,  and  you  think  to  yourself  "may 
be  I'll  try  it  again  tonight. r? 

Bobby  Goodwin 


Buffaloes 

IIow  long  we  been  gone?:' 

Oh,  not  that  long.   Don't  worry  about  it." 
But  my  mother "11. . .oh  shit,  I  don't  care." 
Righto   After  all,  we're  twelve  years  old,  not  two.  We 
ought  to  be  able  to  do  something  for  ourselves . " 

'Right.   Man J   Look  at  all  the  snowmobile  tracks. 
Wow,  wouldn't  you  think  they'd  fall  through  the  ice  at 
this  melting  time  of  year." 

E:Hey  Bon. .  .there's  a  wicked  neat  little  island  out  in  the 
middle  of  the  lake." 

'Yeah,  and  its  got  just  one  tree  on  it  and  maybe  a  cave 
and  some  racoons.' 

'Hey,  let 's„ . .naw.   Ma  -would  kill  me.   She  said  not  to  go 
on  the  ice . " 

'nmm.o.are  you  sure?" 
"Yeah." 

'Maybe  we  didn't  hear  her." 

"We  gotta  be  back  in  ten  minutes  for  supper  anyway. f: 
Well,  look,  we  can  wind  my  watch  back  an  hour  and  tell  her 
w©  didn't  know  we  were  late  'cause  my  watch  was   slow.'- 
Yeah,  mine  too,  though. " 
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Hey,  the  dogs  just  ran  out  on  the  ice.. 
rAWo   !'Je,ll  just  have  to  go  out  and  get  them.   Nothing 
else  we  can  do.' 

"Nope«   Nothing  else. 

,:IiayLe  we  should  try  calling  them.   Ivy  come!" 
Shut  up'   I  mean,  let's  go  out  and  bring  them  back. 
Yeah,  righto   Oh  shit J" 

?7ell  if  you'd  stay  on  the  snov/mobile  tracks,  you  wouldn't 
keep  falling .   Hey  Pen.   What  are  those  things  out  there  on 
the  other  side  of  the  island?5' 

'I  think  they're  dogs.   That's  what  Lady  and  Ivy  are 
barking  at . n 

"Oh,  wouldn't  it  be  neat  if  they  were  Luf f aloes .   What  if 
they  were?  Or  bulls!  What  if  they  were  twelve  bulls  and  they 
came  after  us? 

"I'd  climb  a  tree." 

"You  know,  I  think  there  was  a  house  out  here.   Look  at  all 
the  boards." 

That'd  be  neat,  to  live  on  an  island.  Want  to  sometime?1 
aYeah,  soon's  we're  eighteen  we  can  move  out  here.' 
"Hey  Bon,  those  really  are  bulls!   They're  not  clogs !: 
'They're  cows!   You  can  tell  by  the  udders  hanging  down." 
"Maybe  they  belong  to  that  farmhouse  over  there.   Let's 
go  see." 

Okay,  Pen.   They're  coming  at  us.   Fast!;' 
Oh  Bon!  (squeal)  Whatarewegonnadooo! 1 1      Quick,  back  to  the 
island! 

Quick .   Quick  =   Quick .   Come  on !   Come  on . " 
"Pen,  let's  climb  that  tree.15 

Yeah,  me  first  because  you're  fatter  and  I  can  climb  higher." 
Yeah  right.   Go. ..What  do  you  mean,  I'm  fatter. . .Just 
get  going.' 

'Hurry  up,  Pen,  get  up  there!   They're  almost  here!" 
•Look  at  them.   One  of  them  just  horned  Ivy.Ci 
::0h  Jesus  Christmas,  look  at  them  all.   They  re  sharpening 
their  horns  on  the  ground,  getting  ready  for  us." 
"They're  never  gonna  go  away." 
c:Pennyy  no  one  will  ever  believe  this. ' 
'Shit,  we'll  nevei  make  it  home  for  supper  and  we're  having 

<_-ItJ  m  pio,  too.1 

Bonnie  Baer 
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The  Rain  Dance  -  (a  child's  verse  for  a  Saturday  morning) 

A  thousand  little  Indians  are  dancing  in  the  street  and 
making  happy  music  for  the  silent  ones  who  sleep=   I'm  all 
alone  -  so  peaceful  now;  I  hear  them  gently  waking  me  to  this 
quiet ,  rainy  morning. 

Kathleen  Burns 

Sunday  Afternoon  Blues 

It's  Sunday,  the  day  of  the  lord;  it's  cold  and  gray,   I'm 
at  the  Plaza  waiting.   The  weather  report  last  night  said  sunny 
and  warm.   Unpredictable  weatherman J   I'm  waiting*   The  sun 
peeks  through  and  awakens  me.   I  look  up,  the  sun  is  shining 
right  through  a  leaf  which  has  seen  its  prime  go  by  this  year. 
It  is  thin  and  half  brown.   The  inside  has  died  off  and  its 
cells  appear.   It  reminds  me  of  science  and  human  cells.   I Jm 
waiting'   The  sun  dies.   I'm  waiting.   I  look  back  at  the  leaf, 
it  has  fallen.   It's  dead.   I  just  leave.   I'm  not  waiting  any 
more. 

Brian  Lupaczyk 


Timothy? 

timothy  doesn't  say  anything  anymore 

he  just  sits, 
he  moves  sometimes, 

when  he's  washed, 
or  fed. 
his  eyes,  no  longer  sparkling  coals, 
but  dark 

puddles  of 

vacuity . 
no  one  here  has  ever  seen  him  laugh, 
and  he's  stopped  bothering  to  cry. 
Timothy  doesn't  say  anything  anymore. 

he  just  sits. 

Bonnie  Baer 


Last  Saturday  Wight 
TJhere  did  we  leave  our  faces  last  Saturday  night?   We  couldn't 
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have  all  forgotten  them,  or  left  them  with  our  minds,  sitting 
on  the  table  with  our  radios  or  other  such  novelties. 

Ttfe  all  \7ere  so  innocent  weren't  we?  Acting  like  we  must, 
or  was  it  just  acting?  TJas  it  really  innocence,  was  it  really 
us? 

I  saw  us,  the  clowns  in  the  corner,  plain  Jane  not  looking 
so  plain  but  quite  overdone. 

Casanova  surrounded,  yet  very  much  alone.   Hyself  so  deep, 
but  looking  so  surfaced. 

Did  we  really  forget  our  faces  Saturday  night,  or  did  we 
really  own  one?  Were  we  really  being  ourselves  in  our  little 
world,  making  our  way  through  irrelevant  conversations  and  our 
prize  winning  stage  productions? 

Uere  we  really  in  the  direction  we  intended  to  be,  or 
were  we  really  concentrating  on  the  face,  we  forgot  on  the 
table,  by  our  radios  and  other  such  novelties? 

Joyce  Holroyd 


On  the  Bay 

It  was  a  beautiful  day.   The  sun  was  bright  and  the  day 
was  warm  and  we  were  ready  for  a  great  day  of  sailing.  We  un- 
hitched the  sloop  from  the  van  and  floated  her  at  the  landing 
and  then  we  stepped  her  mast  and  made  fast  her  shrouds ,  and 
checked  out  our  compass  and  gear. 

"All  set?c  Andy  asked. 
Yup,  let's  go/'  I  replied. 

And  Andy  pulled  the  rope  on  this  mechanical  thing  called  a 
motor  and  on  the  second  pull  it  started  putt-putting  and  I 
at  the  tiller  made  about  for  the  open  sea.   Out  the  channel  we 
weaved,  in  and  out  and  around  and  in  between  dinghies  and  sloops 
and  yachts  that  were  all  anchored  or  tied  to  their  moorings. 
After  an  hour  of  putt-putting  through  this  mess  we  were  in  the 
open  sea,  and  ready  to  hoist  our  mains "1  and  the  jibs6l. 

The  sea  was  very  calm  and  the  breeze  was  gentle ,  and  we 
floated  along  soaking  up  the  sunshine. 

wBoy,  she  sure  is  a  calm  one  today,"  said  Andy. 

"You  bet,  a  perfect  day  for  just  lolling  about ,  especially 
now  that  that  contraption  is  shut  off." 

All  we  could  hear  was  the  sea  lapping  at  the  sides  of  our 
sloop.   A  few  gulls  gliding  lazily  overhead,  cocked  their 
heads  in  passing  as  if  to  see  what  was  going  on  below.   It 
was  a  beautiful  day. . . . 

Lionel  Traingue 
*     *     * 
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Untitled 

Here  it  was,  Saturday,,  open  my  eyes  and  the  clock  says 
li30,  with  a  grin  on  its  face.  I  smile  back  sleepily  and 
roll  over. 

Gazing  out  the  window,  watching  the  trees  push  the  wind 
around o   A  small  black  cloud  interrupts  my  view  as  my  eyes 
drop  to  the  ground.  Workmen  with  red  faces  and  watery  eyes, 
busily  scampering  around  on  their  huge  yellow  machines .   Today's 
the  day  they  clear  the  parking  lot.   A  man  pauses  and  fumbles 
to  light  a  cigarette  as  the  wind  blows  out  the  natch.   He 
makes  a  face  and  throws  off  his  gloves.   Two  gravel  trucks  come 
rumbling  up  the  road  while  cold  hard  steel  is  repeatedly  rammed 
against  an  ash  tree.   Then  with  its  claws ,  it  starts  digging 
into  the  wet  earth  after  its  roots.   The  tree  starts  to  bend, 
but  when  they  back  away  it  springs  back  with  its  arms  crying  out 
to  the  sky. 

The  man  spits  out  his  cigarette  and  clenches  his  fists  as  he 
lunges  forward.   The  wind  drives  hard  into  his  face  to  answer 
the  call  of  help,   but  not  in  time.   The  tree  accepts  defeat 
and  lays  there  weeping. 

Sunday  morning  and  the  trees  are  dropping  their  black  night 
clothes  while  the  sky  turns  pink.   An  old  yellow  tomcat  trudging 
across  the  lawn  on  his  way  home,  glances  over  to  the  naked  earth 
as  if  confused.   The  squirrels  running  around  on  their  morning 
journeys  stop  and  glance  down  at  the  ash  tree.   For  a  second 
a  shadow  passes  over  their  faces,  then  they  flick  their  tails 
and  scamper  off. 

Audrey  Estabrook 


jay  blue 

One  day  I  had  to  crawl  down  Ventura  highway  only  because  I 
had  no  knowledge  of  how  to  stand  up.   Now  that  may  sound  funny, 
but  I  adhere  to  the  prospect  that  to  "each  his  ownt:.   I  have 
seen  many  familiar  faces  and  one  is  looking  at  this  page  right 
now.   But  she  cancelled  my  papers  and  locked  her  door.   Well 
losing  one  just  gains  another.   On  my  graduation  I  wasn't  sure 
who  exactly  I  was  going  to  iriss  but  I  love  you  still.   Yes 
America  is  a  vast  political  entity  and  I  don't  exactly  know  why. 
Well  don't  cross  the  river  if  you  can't  swim  the  tide.   But  if  I 
would  faithfully  abide  by  the  phrase  of  "to  each  his  own"  I 
encounter  an  infantile  .stage  facing  up  to  what  I  can  only  see. 
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At  the  moment  I  can  hear  both  sides  with  two  in  bliss  to 
face  my  future .   Lut  in  the  future  lies  the  complicated 
rhythm  of  life.   Keeping  in  mind  of  course  that  you  have  only 
head  and  heart .   You've  got  to  try  this  course.  Wake  up. 
You've  got  to  try  this  course.  You  can  make  a  gallant  attempt 
to  manipulate  all  life  to  your  ears* 

All  life  is  music,  but  is  all  music  the  life  of  the  world? 
Indeed'   I'm  stuck.   I  think  I'll  do  some  more  listening. 

Jay  Blue 


NOTHING'S  GONNA  CHANGE  MY  WORLD 

Not  you  or  I.   If  by  some  strange  occurrence  my  world  is 
forced  to  change ,  it  has  to  be  of  my  own  will  and  execution, 
and  absolutely  nobody  else's  or  I  would  have  to  sacrifice  all 
of  me— in  which  is  contained  my  independence  and  my  desire  to 
manipulate  my  own  situation.   This  is  my  first  life  (of  my 
knowledge  anyway)  on  this  earth  and  it  encompasses  the  only 
life  I  am  conscious  of. 

Why  is  it  not  fair  to  be  totally  selfish  when  the  subject 
concerns  someone  or  something  that  exercises  no  restraint 
when  trying  to  impose  upon  my  own  life  control? 

Why  is  it  not  fair  to  assume  that  pressure  employing  every- 
thing to  force  a  situation  against  my  interests,  should  not 
be  mentally  and  psycho-suggestively  exterminated  from  my 
existence? 

But  returning  to  my  initial  wish  that  nobody,  including 
myself,  will  instigate  a  change  in  my  world,  only  a  high- 
flying will,  will  make  me  think  twice. 

Jay  Blue 


Masterpiece 

As  I  walk,  my  feet  taking  me  up  and  down  unfamiliar  streets 
I  watch  the  people  on  all  sides  of  me.   None  of  these  people 
have  that  certain  look  of  loneliness  etched  on  their  faces. 
They  don  °  t  carry  with  them  that  echoing  sound  that  you  hear 
when  you  walk  empty  corridors.   The  loneliness  that  lines  my 
face  isn't  wiped  away  at  the  sight  of  something  or  a  joke  I 
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hear  in  passing .   It's  not  just  a  look,  it's  a  hollow  feeling. 
I  feel  this  empty  hollow  feeling  as  I  walk  these  streets.   My 
face  is  lined  deeply  with  loneliness ,  very  distinct  and  de- 
tailed,, almost  like  an  artist's  masterpiece~~so  long  it  took 
to  become  a  masterpiece— so  much  work—those  detailed  lines 
and  distinct  scenes  come  together  to  form  a  picture—a  picture 
of  loneliness. 

Nancy  Richardson 


#2 

The  cnyx  cage  imprisons 
some  wild  bird, 
its  song  cut  short. 
Frightened . 
Wings  fan 

the  weight some  air 
in  a  constant  effort 
to  escape 
the 
inescapable . 
Once 

a  cheerful  carefree  nestling. 
How  brooding, 
sullen 
q ui et ,  wi thdr awn , 
angrily  silent 
Maybe  it  only  wants  to  sing  again. 

Bonnie  Baer 
*     *     * 

Young  Warrior 

Without  stirring  the  Young  Warrior  awoke.   For  a  few 
moments  he  lay  in  the  darkness,  the  warmth  of  the  bed  clinging 
to  him.   He  silently  slid  the  covers  off  and  stretched  to  light 
the  stout  candle  and  a  thin  stick  of  incense  beside  it.   He 
stood  up  straight  for  a  moment,  his  hands  reached  up,  his  head 
bent  back.   Then  bending  down  ever  so  slowly,  breath  hissing  soft- 
ly through  his  nostrils,  till  his  palms  touched  the  carpet  at 
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of  his  feet.   He  hung  there,  his  naked  body  taut 
yet  relaxed,  the  air  sliding  smoothly  in  and  out  of  his  lungs . 
Slowly  he  straightened  up  to  the  original  position,  his  head 
coming  up  last,  standing  still  for  another  moment .   Then  sitting 
down,  Lack  erect,  legs  crossed,  nis  gaze  fixed  on  the  third  eye , 
he  began  his  meditation. 

Birds  called  their  morning  song  as  the  faintest  light  began 
to  grow  through  the  eastern  sky,  yet  still  the  Young  Warrior 
remained  silent  and  unmoving.   Finally  the  eyes  flickered, 
awareness  reluctantly  flooded  the  body,  his  lips  formed  the 
holy  word  and  lightly,  like  a  sigh,  it  escaped •   He  rose  and 
dressed  quickly,  then  went  into  the  bathroom  to  wash  and  un- 
tangle his  knotted  mass  of  hair.   He  descended  the  stairs  into 
the  kitchen o   It  was  empty „   Upstairs  his  parents  and  sisters 
were  beginning  to  wake,   he  took  a  spoonful  of  rich  brown 
miso  and  stirred  it  into  a  cup  of  not  water  and  broke  off  a 
piece  of  bread  from  a  large  dark  loaf,  hs   he  sat  at  the  kitchen 
table,  eating  and  watching  the  sunrise  morning,  he  wondered 
for  a  moment  if  the  test  would  come  today.   He  let  it  pass 
and  thought  about  what  he  hoped  to  do   in  school  that  day,  and 
putting  his  books  in  his  knapsack,  he  headed  for  the  door. 
Eefore  he  got  there,  his  mother  slipped  downstairs  and  kissed 
him,  all  love  and  long  brown  hair  with  wooly  bathrobe  and 
slippers.   He  went  to  the  garage  and  got  his  bike  out  and 
started  pedaling  down  to  the  beach.   The  winds  seemed  right, 
lie   would  be  abl©  -to  catch  some  waves  before  school. 

Tucker  Lindcruist 


Time  Traveling 

I'm  sitting  and  thinking,  and  thinking  and  sitting,  and 
sitting  and  thinking  and  accomplishing  nothing.   My  goal  is 
to  write  a  composition  for  English  that  will  make  people  stand 
up  and  applaud,  even  Mr.  Mar ley.   Or  at  least  a  composition 
worthy  of  an  A  or  E  instead  of  the  infamous  check  mark. 

I'm  sitting  at  my  desk  which  is  placed  right  in  front  of  a 
window  overlooking  my  childhood.   Hy  concentration  unknowingly 
drifts  off  from  the  pen  and  paper  to  the  Time  Traveling  screen 
before  me.   The  dial  is  set  at  my  beginning.   It  skips  forward 
and  the  scene  before  me  changes  like  the  pages  of  a  book  in 
the  wind.   Slowly  the  wind  dies  and  the  picture  clears. 

I  see  a  little  girl  with  curly,  curly  brown  hair.   She  is 
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running  from  a  muddy  garden  to  the  red  brick  fireplace  which 
has  been  converted  into  a  kitchen  filled  with  various  colored 
sand-spices  and  tunafish-can  pie  plates.   "Cooking  in  the 
oven  is  the  most  elaborate  mud  pie  ever  made  by  a  four  -year  old 
Julia  ChildSo   Finished  just  in  time,  too,  for  around  the 
corner  comes  I.ura  looking  for  her  brand  new  baking  spoon. 

The  dial  on  my  time  machine  slips  ahead  a  fevz  years .   The 
spotlight  is  on  the  patio  which  has  been  converted  into  the 
grandest  skating  rink  in  the  world,  next  to  Coggshall  Park 
that  is.   With  all  the  effort  and  concentration  worthy  of  any 
seven  year  old  Peggy  Fleming ,  the  girl  in  the  red  jacket  with 
the  brand  new  Christmas  skates,  makes  it  once  around  the  rink 
and  retires  to  the  nearest  snow  bank  with  a  snile  of  satis 
faction. 

miraculously  the  snow  and  ice  disappear  and  it  is  summer 
again.   The  cowboys  are  trapped  behind  the  grape  vines, 
helpless  against  the  Indians  staked  out  in  the  field.   All 
will  be  lost  unless  help  comes  jjefcre  suppertime.   Suddenly, 
out  from  under  the  clotheslines  comes  Annie  Oakley  riding  her 
dust  mop  called  "Horse."   Out  of  fear  the  Indians  surrender 
and  the  good  guys  ride  off  into  the  sunset  singing...,  wait, 
it's  not  the  cowboys  who  are  singing,  it's  the  radio  in  the 
kitchen  in  the  year  1973. 

As  I  look  again  out  my  ordinary  window,  I  see  the  fireplace 
crumbling  brick  by  brick  until  it  is  no  longer  there.   The 
fireplace  lives,  like  my  childhood,  only  in  my  memory. 

Ann  Conant 


A  I7ORIxTING  I'LL  NEVER  FORGET 


Refusing  to  take  part  in  the  usual  hit  and  run  battle  for 
the  bathroom  tomorrow  morning,  I  have  finally  decided  to  take 
steps  that  will  stop  my  sister  and  I  from  injuring  each  other 
Tonight,  without  anyone's  knowledge,  I  will  set  my  alarm  for 
6  o'clock  instead  of  the  usual  6,30.   Imagine  that,  sacrifice 
ing  my  sleep  because  of  a  goddamn  little  sister'   Christ, 
whatever  happened  to  the  old-fashioned  saying,  r  Respect  your 
elders  ? 

Hight  ISa-   Night  Dad.   See  you  tomorrow  morning."   Al- 
though my  sister  is  standing  almost  on  top  of  me,  I  continue 
to  ignore  her  presence,  walk  directly  past  her,  and  up  the 
cen   stairs  toward  my  bedroom. 
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Goodnight  Lauri.   See  you  tomorrow  morning/   my  mother 
replies  when  suddenly  she  is  interrupted  by  my  father's  stern 
voice .    Goodnight  Lauri.   Yes,  we'll  see  you  tomorrow  morning 
but  I  don't  want  to  hear  you  until  tomorrow  night.   Get  it? 

Ya,  sure  Dad.   Got  it." 

See  you  in  the  morning,"  squeaks  my  sister  sarcastically . 

Why  don't  you  shut  the..." 

That's  enough  out  of  the  both  of  youl1  Knowing  it  was  my 
father's  voice  and  knowing  he  was  becoming  annoyed,  I  obeyed 
his  command,  said  goodnight  once  more,  and  continued  on  my  way. 

Finally  reaching  my  bedroom  I  fall  into  what  feels  like 
heaven  and  cuddle  up  with  my  inner  thoughts  of  the  con-spir*-^ 
against  my  sister  concerning  the  bathroom  situa^on  tomorrow 
morning «, 

Lot  knowing  exactly  what:  woke  me,  I  casually  shift  my 
weight  to  the  right  and  discover  it  is  6,26...  6,26!   Oh  If.y 
God!'- 

Jumping  out  of  my  heated  bed,  I  run  through  the  icy  cold 
atmosphere  of  my  bedroom  and  head  on  into  the  bathroom.   Turn- 
ing on  the  light,  which  blinds  me  for  almost  five  seconds,  I 
thank  God  that  I've  made  it.   I;ve  finally  made  it.   How 
wonderful. 

Doing  what  most  people  do  in  the  morning,  I  disrobe,  shiver- 
ing, and  sit  on  the  toilet  to  discover  it  more  cold  than  I. 
For  Christ's  sake,  people  have  invented  the  electric  tooth- 
brush, so  why  the  hell  not  the  heated  toilet?  Automatically 
I  put  my  left  hand  under  my  left  thigh,  my  right  hand  under 
my  right  thigh,  and  once  again  I  have  conquered  and  solved 
the  cold -toilet  crisis. 

Presently  feeling  content,  sitting  on  the  John,  and  lingering 
on  in  my  own  private  world,  my  thoughts  are  abruptly  shattered 
when  full  blast  I  hear  the  horrid  shrill  of  my  sister's  alarm 
clock. 

This  was  my  warning.   i\ny  minute  now  Stephie  would  be 
pounding  on  the  door.   Following  the  pounding  which  was  so 
unexpectedly  loud,  which  nearly  sent  me  soaring  through  the 
ceiling  into  the  early  morning  sky  (I  can  still  hear  her  voice 
which  repeatedly  echoes  throughout  my  mind,  'Open  up 2  ) 
Who  are  you  trying  to  kid?   I  was  in  here  first.' 

r Open  up  this  door!" 

"Bull.   You  don't  like  it,  do  you?  Besides,  I5m  sitting  on 
the  john  and  can't  reach  the  doorknob  -so  scram  you  little 

creep . 

You  liar.   Now  open  up  this  door  or  else  I'll..." 

You  know,  Steph— I'm  really  scared." 

Oh  yeah,  we'll  see  how  scared  you  are  because  when  I  get 
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in  there,  I'm  gonna  kill  you!" 

Confused  as  to  what  she  might  do  (God  forbid  should  she 
wake  my  father) ,  and  afraid  she  might  accomplish  whatever  it 
was  she  v/as  going  to  do,  I  jumped  off  the  toilet  and  raced  to 
the  door-   The  anticipation  of  her  scheme  nearly  drove  me 
crazy.   What  the  hell  v/as  she  planning  on  doing? 
Hey  Lauri,  I'm  back." 
So  what  do  you  want,  a  medal?5 

?Are  you  still  on  the  toilet?" 

Realizing  she  probably  found  the  key  which  I  thought 
hidden  so  well,  I 
isn" 

Yes, 
wait. 

endeavor,  tried  using  the  key  but  to  her  amazement, 
refused  to  unlock .   Next  thing  I  know  I  felt  this  piercing, 
sharp  pain  in  my  big  left  toe.   "What  the  hell?   Looking  . 
my  toe  I  discovered  that  my  darling  sister  weaseled  her  four 
ugly  fingers  beneath  the  door  and  had  stuck  a  pin  in  me«   He 
hand,  stuck  for  a  moment,  gave  me  the  opportunity  to  pounce 
on  it  with  both  feet.   Knowing  I  must  have  hurt  her  more  than 
she  hurt  me,  I  felt  overjoyed.   Trying  to  scare 
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held  the  button  with  all  my  strength,  (which 
Bt  much  at  6  45  in  the  morning),  and  stated  sarcastically, 
Steph,  I'm  still  on  the  toilet  so  you'll  just 
My  sister,  thinking  she  was  quite  sly  about 


have  to 
the  whole 
the  door 


at 


Her 


away  the 

leech  I  scream,   "NOW  WISE  UP  OR  THAT'S  HOT  ALL  YOU'LL  G] 

you  asshole' 
» ii 


little 


Open  up  this  door  or  I'm  telling  Dad, 


toilet, 
my  hands  so 

was  back. 


7 Go  ahead,-  I'll  tell  him  you  swore  at  me 

'"Well  then,  hurry  up.   I'll  give  you  15  minutes.'" 

Hot  wanting  to  waste  any  more  time,  I  flushed  the 

got  dressed,  brushed  my  teeth,  and  began  soaping 

I  could  wash  my  face.   Before  I  knew  it  the  runt 
Lauri,  you  almost  done?" 
"Don't  rush  me.   Besides  my  hands  are  all  wet  so  wait  until 

I'm  done  washing  my  face."3 

5 No,  I'm  getting  Dad.. .DAD I  I   KEY  DAD!   LAURI  WON'T  OPEN  UP 

THE  BATHROOM  DOOR I  I " 

Tumbling  through  the  quietness  of  our  house  came  the  roar 

of  my  father's  hoarse  voice.   "OPEN  UP  THAT  DOOR  IMMEDIATELY 

LAURI,  BEFORE  I  OPEN  IT! I " 

Not  having  any  other  choice,  I  dried  my  hands  and  tried 

opening  the  door.   I  say  I  tried  because  that  damn  door  wouldn't 

open. 


::Eey  Steph 
You  liar. 
I  swear,  it 
0 
can 


the  door  won ' t  open 
.DAL I   HEY  DAD J  I" 


« 


won '  t 
.no,  my  father's 
8 t  underst. . . . 


open' " 
coming • 


Damn,  why  won't  the  door  open 
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LAURI,  OPEN  THIS  DOOE  THIS  INSTANT  I      RIGHT  NOW! 
'Honestly,  I  would  if  I  could  but  I  swear  the  door 
open  .   I  can ' t  even  budge  it  I 

Don't  give  me  that.   Are  your  hands  dry? 

Yes,  I  just  dried  them.r 

'7ell  dry  them  and  the  doorknob  again-- AT  OIICET 

Uith  tremendous  speed  I  dried  myself  again,  attempted  open- 
ing the  door,  but  to  no  avail.   It  still  wouldn't  give.   After 
fondling  for  minutes,  my  father  finally  noticed  the  lock  was 
jammed.   I  was  locked  in  the  bathroom. 

"Hey  hon,   my  father  yelled  to  my  mother,  ??you're  not  going 
to  believe  this,  but...ah...,  Lauri's  locked  in  the  bathroom" 
At  once  hysterical  laughter  sprung  from  my  mother's  throat. 
(She  has  this  terrible  habit  of  laughing  when  she's  nervous) 

"Get  me  outa  here.  It's  not  funny.'  :  I  plead,  even  though 
I  know  that  they  can't  possibly  do  anything  to  help  me.  Once 
again  my  mother's  laughter. 

Addressing  my  sister,  my  father  commands,  rStephie,  go 
downstairs  and  get  me  the  screwdriver."  He  then  explained 
that  all  the  hinges  were  on  the  inside  of  the  door  and  I  was 
to  loosen  the  screws.   Once  that  was  accomplished  he  then 
would  bang  down  the  door  and  I  was  to  catch  it.   Not  exactly 
approving  the  idea  of  catching  an  eignt  foot  door,  but  realiz- 
ing that  my  father  was  in  no  mood  for  arguing  about  it,  I 
once  again  sat  on  the  toilet  and  waited  for  the  screwdriver. 

The  screwdriver,  passed  to  me  under  the  door,  was  now  mine. 
I  climbed  up  on  the  hamper  and  began  loosening  the  hinges. 
In  the  meantime,  my  sister  got  dressed  and  before  leaving 
for  school  said  goodbye  to  me  with  tears  in  her  eyes  for  fear 
of  never  seeing  me  again. 

Call  the  locksmith,"  begged  by  mother  repeatedly  between 
her  laughter.  "Look  honey,  shut  up,"  were  my  father's  reas- 
suring words. 

Finally  having  the  hinges  unscrewed,  I  climbed  off  the  un- 
stable hamper  and  said  fatally,  "O.K.  Dad,  I'm  ready. 

'Wait,  hon,  call  the  locksmith,"  my  mother  laughed. 

Ignoring  her,  my  father  preached,  O.K.  Lauri,  brace  your- 
self- -here  I  come.'' 

Bracing  myself,  squeezing  my  eyes  tightly  shut,  I  raised 
my  arms,  prayed,  and  waited  nervously  for  this  eight  foot 
door  to  come  falling  into  my  arms.   "BANG."  My  father  ran 
into  the  door  and  to  my  joyous  surprise  it  didn't  budge. 
Thank  goodness.   Hoping  Dad  would  now  sacrifice  his  heroic 
title  and  call  the  locksmith,  my  last  gleam  of  hope  was 
shattered  for  he  replied,  'O.K.  partner,  we'll  try  again. 
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Iry  mother's  laughter  now  penetrating  my  fears  was  driving 
me  to  insanity .   As  a  matter  of  fact,  the  whole  situation 
was!   Anyway,  I  guess  my  father  felt  the  same  way  because  he 
sent  the  coyote  downstairs  to  make  some  coffee . 
You  ready,  Lauri?" 

Once  again  bracing  myself  I  gave  the  O.K.  and  pow ■-—my 
father  flew  into  the  door.  .Pictures  fell  off  the  wall,  my 
mother  ran  upstairs,  my  father  became  more  and  more  infuriated 
all  of  this  happening  and  still  the  damn  door  wouldn't  open. 

'Honey  please,71  my  mother  begged,  determined  to  change 
his  mind.   Call  the  locksmith. 

Well  I8 11  tell  you,  we  tried  moving  that  door  for  almost 
two  dreadful,  long  hours.  It  was  now  almost  9.00  and  my 
father  finally  agreed  to  call  a  locksmith.  In  the  meantime 
my  mother  passed  my  breakfast  to  me  and  homework  under  the 
door  to  help  make  the  time  move  quicker.  About  ten  minutes 
later  my  father  walked  in  smirking  (so  they  tell  me) ,  and 
announced 

'  I  called  the  locksmith  and. .  .ah. .  .well.  .  „ c: 

"What  is  it.  Dad?"  I  interrupt  rudely. 

Well,  I  called  ilr.  Thompson,  the  locksmith,  and. . .ah. . .he 
can't  make  it  over  until  12,30.:: 

r12*30'1  I  screamed,  "I  can't  stay  in  here  that  long 2   I'm 
getting  claustrophobia'1 

'Well  Lauri,  I  don't  think  you  really  have  any  other  choice, 
Unless  of  course  you8re  willing  to  jump  out  the  window." 
You8 re  a  real  riot,  Dad,  a  real  riot." 

With  that  my  mother  burst  out  laughing,  my  father  joined 
her,  and  I,  not  at  all  finding  the  situation  humorous,  was 
held  prisoner  like  my  sister's  butterfly  in  what  appeared 
to  be  my  imaginary  jar,  just  waiting  to  be  set  free. 

Lauri  Brenner 


Hey,  Thanks 

He  climbed  the  dusty  stairs  as  he  had  done  so  many  times 
before.   He  knew  that  she  wouldn't  have  the  rent,  she  never 
did.   He  knocked  on  the  door  and  heard  from  within,  ; Jist  a 
minute.'   He  heard  the  many  clickings  and  scrapes  of  four 
locks  being  undone.   'Yah?11   "Oh,  it's  you.:" 
Yes,  it's  me,  got  your  rent?" 

"Well,  I  got  half  of  it.E: 
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c You 're  still  behind  a  week." 

"Yah,  I  know  it,  but  money's  been  kinda  tights  ya  know. 
Hell,  with  this  here  you  only  owe  us  thirty  dollars . '" 

c Tirty  dollar"   You  know  how  hard  it  is  to  get  tirty 
dollar? t: 

'But  still,  we  can't  let  you  live  here  for  nothing.1 

•Com 'on,  I  only  make  a  hunnert  dollar  a  week,  den  I  gotta 
buy  my  food,  make  a  payment  on  that  gas  eatin'  pig  they  call 
a  car,  buy  some  clothes,  by  the  time  I  get  through,  I  don't 
have  hardly  enough  left  to  pay  you.   Don't  worry,  I'll  pay  ya 
jist  as  soon  as  I  can,  I  jist  don't  have  it  now,  that's  all. 
Don't  ya  unnerstand?  Don't  ya?,s 

Yah,  I  guess  I  understand...,  You'll  have  it  next  week?j! 
Oh,  yessir,  yessir,  I'll  have  it  next  week." 

r Okay  then,  I'll  be  here  next  week." 

As  he  turned  to  leave  the  old  woman  said,  'Key,  Thanks. " 

He  dismissed  it  with  a  wave  of  his  hand,  and  as  he  started 
to  walk  away  he  heard  the  four  locks  slide  and  snap  back  into 
place  and  thought,  ' Is  she  really  locking  others  out,  or  her- 
self in?r'   He  didn't  know,  he  just  didn't  know. 

Richard  Ares 


Pregnant  Goat 

The  jester  head  comes  bobbing  around  the  corner.   Sideways 
tilted  horns  with  gold  balls  rigidly  stuck  on  top.   Awkwardly 
pendulous  udder  squirting  milk  as  a  fountain  to  either  side. 
Spindly  legs  make  snapping  noises,  carrying  the  swollen  body 
at  a  somewhat  slowed  pace.   Still  faithful  to  the  familiar 
call,  oblivious  to  the  miracle  growing  inside.   Unaware  of 
the  hay  lashing  her  teats,  airplane  ears  pushed  back  by  the 
breeze,  grateful  bright  eyes  say  hello. 

Jane  Christopher 


Desperate 

The  long  haired  hippy  freak  stood  on  a  busy  sidewalk  in 
Hampton.   The  summer  sun  shown  on  his  soiled  jeans  and  greasy 
hair.   He  was  desperate.   (At  least  he  thought  so.) 
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; Hey  man,  gotta  dime?n 

Fuck  youlr 
::J.;an,  I'm  desperate/  he  pleaded., 

As  the  freak  dusted  the  sand  out  of  his  jeans  and  hair 
he  spotted  another  likely  target* 

Excuse  me  miss^  do  you  happen  to  have  a  dime.   So  I  can 
get  something  to  eat.n 
"Thanks . a 

Hey  man. 
"Hey  what?" 

Gotta  dime?t: 

Richard  Tomolo 
*     *     * 

Greg 

I  wish  Greg  were  here.   I  need  to  feel  the  warmth  that  he 
generates  in  my  stomach  and  the  burning  sensation  of  my  skin 
whenever  he  touches  me.   I  want  to  hear  him  make  that  funny 
noise  that  tells  me  he  wants  me.   I  need  to  hear  him  call  my 
name. 

When  I !m  alone  I  listen  so  attentively  for  the  roar  of 
his  Like  and  everytime  I  hear  any  sound  that  vaguely  resembles 
a  motorcycle  I  dash  to  the  window,  my  insides  seeming  to  burst 
and  overflow,  anxious  to  see  him,  but  again  disappointed,, 
drained^  shallow  and  empty,  I  return  to  my  book  and  try  to 
make  some  meaning  out  of  the  hieroglyphics  that  float  on  the 
pages.   But  my  mind  wanders  back  to  Greg. 

It"s  3  s  30  now.   Ke  should  be  here.   I  anxiously  await  the 
sound  of  the  buzzer  telling  me  to  let  him  in.   Finally  after 
zions  of  seconds,  an  eternity  in  space,  and  quadruples  of 
millions  of  blood  corpuscles  have  passed  through  my  skin 
capillaries,  the  buzzer  blares  and  I  knew  he  is  here.   I 
streak  to  the  intercom  and  although  I  know  it  is  him,  I  ask 
who  it  is.   And  before  he  can  answer,  I  have  run  down  the 
three  flights  of  stairs  to  be  enveloped  in  the  folds  and  con- 
tours of  his  body.  Warm,  safe,  and  secure  my  breathing  re- 
turns to  normal,  blood  pressure  becomes  constant,  and  my 
heart  murmur  disappears.  We  are  one  again. 

B.  Eell 
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Cycling 

Hoisting  my  machine  onto  my  shoulder,  I  carry  it  up 
the  cellar  stairs t   across  the  front  lawn,  and  onto  the 
driveway .   I  swing  my  leg  up  and  straddle  the  cross-tube , 
and  look  out  down  the  hill,  into  the  distance.   I  love  my 
bicycle o   I  glance  down  at  the  shiny  chainwheel  as  I  slide 
my  feet  into  the  toe-clips,  and  cuickly  accelerate.   The 
almost  silent  hum  of  the  spokes  cutting  the  air  is  the  only 
sound  besides  the  roar  of  the  wind  in  my  ears.   We  streak 
past  a  girl  walking,  who  waves.   My  hands  low  on  the  handle- 
bars, I  try  to  streamline  myself  and  go  faster.   A  car  honks 
its  horn,  and  I  angle  slightly  to  the  right,  while  the  car 
whooshes  past  me,  smugly.   Damn  cars.   Suddenly  another 
cycle  pulls  alongside  me.   I  cast  an  appraising  look  downward 
at  his  machine.   I  nod  in  appreciation.   Campy  everything. 
He  silently  acknowledges  my  envious  glance,  turns  left,  and 
is  gone.   I  pedal  onward.   I  look  around,  and  realize  how  far 
I've  gone,  and  so  I  stop.   I  appraise  a  nice  looking  chick 
walking  down  the  road,,  turn  my  bike,  and  head  home.   I  am  home 
in  a  flash  (of  course) ,  and  again  I  shoulder  my  21  pound  machine 
I  carefully  guide  it  into  the  cellar,  where  I  hang  :it  from  the 
ceiling  with  ropes.   It  is  time  for  school,  and  I  wish  I  didn't 
have  to  leave  it  alone  while  I'm  gone.   I  love  my  bike. 


A  Day  * s  Work 

The  woman  could  hardly  see  them.   Her  eyes  swollen  with 
age,  her  gait  faltering.   As  the  door  swung  open,  they  were 
there  to  greet  her*   There  were  three  of  them.   "Want  to  give 
to  the  Acadian  Social  Club  Hockey  Team?" 

She  tried  to  continue  past  them  without  reply,  but  they 
persisted,   "We  need  money  to  pay  for  our  equipment . t: 

There  was  no  escape.   She  produced  a  small,  cloth,  coin 
purse,  worked  with  the  catch,  and  handed  them  a  few  coins. 
Empty  now,  she  clutched  it  again  in  her  hand  and  pushed  the 
cart  on. 

Their  attention  was  now  turned  to  a  high-school  youth 
whose  task  it  was  to  return  abandoned  shopping  carts  to  the 
store.   Thin,  tall  and  curly-headed,  he  had  learned  to  handle 
many  carts  at  once.   Long  lines  pushed  towards  the  store „ 
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Want  to  give  to  the  Acadian  Club  Hockey  Team?" 

"Wot  today, r  and  through  the  door  with  carts. 

"What  a  fag,  let's  keep  bugging  him,"  the  oldest  said, 
quickly  convincing  his  friend  to  join  in  the  fun.   The  third 
youth  however  did  not  openly  display  his  enthusiasm.   He 
stood  aside,  to  join  or  to  be  scorned  himself.   "Want  to  give 
to  the  Acadian  Club  Hockey  Team?" 

"NO  I  : 

"Are  ycu  sure?     You  sure?     Ha?t? 

He  returned  with  a  long  line  of  shopping  carts  moving  at 
a  rapid  pace,  maintaining  the  momentum  to  make  the  incline. 

Would  you  like  to  give  to  the  Acadian  Social  Club  Hockey 
Team? i 

He  was  annoyed,  and  distracted.   A  woman  stepped  into  the 
path  of  the  carts 5  too  late  he  stopped  pushing. 

Look  at  the  cheap  help  around  herel::  They  laughed. 

Dean  A.  Pratt 


The  Formal  Wedding 

The  bride  was  elated.   Her  eyes  were  aglow  with  antici- 
pation.  The  mother  of  the  bride  was  bragging  what  a  sophisti- 
cated man  her  daughter  had  just  married. 

The  wedding  party  was  sitting  at  the  head  table  with  every 
eye  upon  them.   The  groom  was  dressed  in  a  black  velvet  tuxedo 
with  a  yellow  ruffled  shirt  and  bow  tie.   The  bride  was  even 
mere  beautiful  than  anything  anyone  had  ever  seen,  sitting  there 
in  her  satin  gown.   Dinner  was  just  about  to  be  served.   The 
plates  with  hot  roast  beef,  mashed  potatoes,  peas,  carrots, 
gravy,  and  freshly  baked  bread  were  set  in  front  of  them. 

After  it  was  all  set  on  the  table  and  everyone  was  about 
to  begin,  the  groom  spoke  for  the  first  time. 

"Will  someone  please  get  me  the  waitress!   I  have  a  spot 
on  my  knife. r 

The  crowd  broke  out  in  a  soft  whisper.   It  was  the  thought 
of  all,  but  one  maiden  aunt  spoke  out.   'Imagine  to  find  such 
a  man.   It  is  really  unbelievable. 

After  the  shiny  new  knife  was  brought  to  him,  once  again 
the  aristocratic  voice  was  heard.   "Miss,  will  you  please  dice 
my  meat  for  me?  I  do  hate  to  get  gravy  on  my  new  suit.'3 

The  waitress  reluctantly  obeyed  his  order.   As  she  was 
cutting  his  meat,  his  long  slender  arm  rose  slowly  into  the 


59. 

air0   Every  eye  was  upon  him  now.   He  snapped  his  fingers  . 
The  best  man  stood  up  on  command  and  went  into  the  back  room. 
He  came  back  carrying  a  huge  black  leather  brief  case  on  a 
silver  platter,  and  set  it  beside  the  groom.   The  groom  then 
reached  into  his  pocket  and  pulled  out  a  silver  key.   The 
crowd  murmured  in  curiosity. 

"7ith  a  brisk  turn  of  the  key  the  attache  case  was  opened. 
The  groom  withdrew  a  most  unusual  apparatus.   A  synflex  mask 
with  lexam  eye  pieces  and  straps  giving  it  the  resemblance  of 
a  TJorld  T'Tar  II  gas  mask.   From  the  mouth  piece ,  a  three-foot- 
long  rubber^  steel  reinforced  hose  was  connected.   A  large 
jet  pump  was  attached  to  another  hose  running  to  the  mask. 

The  best  man  helped  strap  this  contraption  on. 

The  groom  picked  up  the  hose  and  held  it  over  the  plate. 
As  if  rehearsed  so  many  times  before ,  the  best  man  turned  on 
the  switch  a   A  loud  sucking,,  whirring  noise  was  heard.   In  a 
second*,  the  plate  of  food  had  disappeared  into  the  hose  and 
was  fired  into  the  mouth  of  the  groom. 

The  excess  food  could  be  seen  pasted  to  the  inside  of  the 
eye  pieces. 

The  groom  unbuckled  this  contraption  with  all  the  charm  of 
Prince  Charles  and  removed  the  mask.   The  pulverized  remains 
of  the  dinner  clung  to  his  face. 

He  leaned  back  with  contentment  and  belched.   He  raised 
his  slender  arm  once  again  and  added,  "Waitress ,  please  bring 
me  the  finger  bowl— and,  oh  yes.   Please  make  sure  the  water  is 
tepid  I 

Sharon  Niemi 


The  Devil's  Diversion 

I ' 11  bet  you ' re  wondering  x/hat  could  be  so  horrible  as  to 
earn  the  dreaded  name,  'The  Devil's  Diversion.'   Rock  music , 
that's  what  it  is,  that's  what's  turning  our  beloved  little 
darlings  into  long-haired,  putrid  smelling,  hippie-dippy,  dope 
smokers.   Rock  music  has  got  to  be  the  worst  thing  that's 
ever  happened  to  the  American  society  since  George  TJashington 
was  accused  of  being  a  sexual  deviant. 

I3 11  bet  you've  also  wondered  what  your  children  are  doing 
over  at  Johnny's  or  lary-Lou's  house  for  hour  upon  hour;   they 
say  they're  going  over  to  listen  to  a  little  music,  bullshit y 
and  you  fell  for  it  just  like  a  sucker.   If  the  truth  were  only 
known,  you'd  find  them  smoking  dope  and  having  orgies,  to  the 
wild  erotic  sounds  of  perverted  rock  music.   Why  heavens,  rock 
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music  is  undermining  the  very  moral  fiber  of  our  society . 
Haven't  you  ever  noticed  their  glassy  eyes,  and  their  loss 
of  appetite,  why  good  lord,  listening  to  a  solid  hour  of 
JII1I  HENDRIX  has  been  known  to  drive  people  to  sanitariums, 
and  worse  yet,  they  say  they  like  it. 

In  my  opinion,  the  only  answer  is  a  communist  plot.   The 
dirty,  red  commies  are  trying  to  take  over  the  world  by  pro- 
moting rock  music.   They  figure  if  they  can  capture  the  minds 
of  our  youth  by  strangling  the  inspiration  from  their  very 
souls,  they've  won  the  battle. 

I  say  fight  back.   Make  them  say  the  pledge  of  allegiance 
every  morning  when  they  wake  up,  make  them  throw  out  all  their 
rock  albums,  and  offer  to  buy  them  BILLY  GRAHAM'S  new  double 
album  called  JESUS  LOVES  THE  LITTLE  CHILDREN  OF  THE  WORLD.5 

Yes,  it  is  my  belief  that  there  is  still  a  fighting 
chance  if  we  act  now.   Mothers  and  fathers  of  the  world,  pull 
together  your  forces,  and  fight  back  the  commie,  red  plot. that 
threatens  your  little  darlings  in  your  very  own  homes. 

David  Paris 

Mea  Arnica 

She  was  three  when  she  died.   Her  name  was  Mea  Arnica  - 
Iiici  for  short.   She  was  a  German  Shepherd  whose  right  ear 
drooped.   She  could  sit,  lie  down,  shake  hands,  speak,  come, 
stay,  fetch,  and  guard  your  house.  When  I  brought  her  swimming 
I  used  to  laugh  when  she  would  jump  off  the  wharf  or  fetch  a 
stick  I5d  throw  in  the  water.   Then,  after,  I'd  dry  her  off 
with  a  towel  I  had  especially  for  her.   And  suddenly  it  seemed 
she  grew  sick.   I  must've  brought  her  to  two  different  vets 
seven  times  in  less  than  two  weeks.   They  said  it  had  something 
to  do  with  her  heart,  but  they  couldn't  say  exactly  what.   So 
we  decided  we'd  take  her  to  an  animal  hospital  in  Boston  that 
Friday.   It  was  Thursday  night  when  I  brought  her  in.   She  was 
struggling  to  breathe  and  somehow  I  knew  but  didn't  want  to 
believe  it.   She  came  over  to  where  I  was  sitting  and  died  in 
my  lap.   I  never  cried  so  hard  in  my  life. 

Nancy  Boucher 


My  Big  Toe 

The  steady  flow  of  routine  factory  noises  muffled  my 
yelp  of  pain.   A  twelve  inch  long,  black,  metal  chisel  embedded 
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on  the  end  of  a  compressed-air-gun  had  just  driven  through 
the  thin  top  of  my  sneaker  and  bounced  around  on  the  top  of 
my  big  toe  for  awhile. 

After  a  brief  series  of  skips  and  hops  that  made  me  look 
like  an  amateur  Indian  rain  dancer,  I  sat  down  and  tried  to 
work  up  the  courage  to  inspect  the  damage  inflicted  on  my  poor, 
innocent  toe . 

Just  then  Jerry  strolled  over  to  my  bench  with  a  smile 
that  displayed  a  mouthful  of  rotten  teeth.   "Keep  the  gun  on 
the  load  and  off  your  toe,  Meathead'5'  he  said.   Bob,  the  bailer, 
was  the  next  person  to  come  over  and  comfort  me.   He  looked  at 
my  foot  and  said,  "I  used  to  do  that  a  lot,  now  I  have  four 
toes  on  one  foot  and  three  on  the  other.' 

Right  about  then  I  thought  that  my  whole  foot  would  have 
to  be  amputated  when  my  foreman  came  running  over.   -Finally,' 
I  thought,  'someone  who  will  help  me.'   He  looked  at  my  foot, 
then  shot  a  questioning  glance  at  me,  and  in  a  quizzical  voice 
asked,  'Does  this  mean  you  won't  be  in  for  work  tomorrow,  John?'' 

John  Lukas 


Ezechia  Stones '  Rooftop  Yarn 

Ezechia  Stone  passed  on  years  ago,  but  he  told  his 
yarns  to  a  good  many  of  us  before  he  allowed  the  Mlmighty 
to  latch  onto  him.   I  guess  he  figured  he  hadn't  anything  else 
to  leave  for  us  but  the  wealth  of  his  imagination,  and  all  the 
gold  in  the  world  couldn't  have  bought  that.   If  you've  got  a 
few  minutes  I'd  like  to  tell  one  of  the  old  gents'  best,  in 
the  manner  which  he  would  tell  you  if  he  were  in  my  place. 
Heed  begin  something  like  this;: 

At  the  first  dropping  of  a  snowflake,  visions  of  a  jolly 
old  man  dressed  in  red,  with  a  sleigh  full  of  toys  and  twelve 
of  the  most  prancing  reindeer  you  could  ever  hope  to  come 
across  are  in  every  child's  smile.  And  this  day,  my  friend, 
you  are  truly  in  luck,  for  I,  Ezechia  Stone,  was  one  of  Ole 
Saint  Nick's  very  close  friends  you  know,  in  a  roundabout  way 
mind  you.  Hell  here,  set  yourself  down  so's  I  can  tell  you 
all  the  particulars  of  how  our  friendship  came  into  beins . 

Well,  it  was  the  twenty-fourth  of  December,  yep,  I  remember 
as  if  it  were  yesterday,  the  twenty -fourth  of  December  eighteen 
hundred  and  seventy  eight.   And  a  turrible  cold  day  it  'twas. 
Why  the  wind  was  blowin'  so  hard  and  so  cold  that  ole  Rufus, 
Rufus  bein'  my  hound,  ole  Rufus  catched  his  hind  foot  up  behind 
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his  ear,  like  this  yere,  he  was  after  an  ornery  flea  you 
un'erstancl;  well  he  catchecl  his  foot  there  to  thump  that 
ole  flea  a  good'un,  and  tarnation  if'n  the  dang  cold  didn't 
swoop  on  down  an'  set  him  solid  as  a  pot  o!  gelatin .   'Twas 
a  sight  that  ole  Rufus  was,  all  freezed  up  like  that  an'  alio 
Bringin'  to  mind  the  time  ole  Ruf . • . .  ... (dozing  off) 

Saint  Nicholas?  If'n  you  hadn't  interrupted  you  would 
have  gathered  what  I  was  speakin'  of  Nicholas.   Hrummph.... 
Bringin'  to  mind  the  time  ole  Saint  Nicholas  hisself  asked  me 
to  help  him  deliver  the  rest  of  the  fixin's  he  had  to  the 
remainder  of  the  children  he  wasn't  gonna  be  able  to  git  to, 
in  the  valley  here,  you  unnerstand,  yep  it  'twere  a  mighty 
fine  sight  this  here  valley  from  an  eagle's  view,  mighty  fine. 
(At  this  point  the  old  man  lets  go  an  agreeable  smack  of  his 
tobacco-  stained  lips • ) 

This  year  I'm  speakin'  of,  Ole  Hick  dropped  on  down  to 
our  roof  with  his  usual  gruntin1  and  groanin',  then  of  a  sudden 
there  was  the  most  turrible  sound  of  slammin'  and  bagin3,  and 
squeakin3  and  cussin3  you  could  ever  have  had  the  misfortune  of 
havin'  your  ears  in  the  midst  of.   Well  sir,  I  commenced  to  git 
outta  bed  and  attempted  to  climb  onto  my  roof  to  see  what  all 
the  ruckus  was  about.   Let  me  tell  you,  the  sight  about  set 
me  on  my  nine3  quatah8.   There  was  toys  an  reindeer  all  over 
my  rcofin'  shingles,  an'  stickin'  outta  my  chimbly  stack  there 
was  the  carcass  of  a  reindeer,  his  legs  goin'  a  mile  a  minute, 
like  a  hound  or  something  was  arunnin'  him  down.   Being  as 
how  I  wasn't  at  all  accustomed  to  viewin'  sights  sich  as  these, 
I  just  stood  ascratchin'  and  apeerin8  and  apeerin8  and  ascratchin 
my  bright  red  long  handles  just  bein'  starched  an'  all,  weren't 
up  to  bein'  sent  fresh  into  the  cold  .night  air,  and  they  was 
commencing  to  become  a  might  brittle  you  understand.  Well  it 
set  me  to  wonderin',  so  I  figured  Icd  best  be  speakin'  to 
Nicholas  hisself  for  a  proper  reason  of  the  goings  on  about 
my  rooftop.   So  I  set  about  looking  for  that  feller  and  calling 
his  name.   Before  long  there  came  to  passin'  the  orneriest, 
most  dang- blasted  bunch  o'  cuss  words  you  ever  did  hear,  so  I 
sighted  on  the  spot  where  they  was  spewin'  from  and  I  catched 
a  shot  o'  the  biggest,  barest,  most  gi- gantic  rump  I  ever  seed 
just  a  smilin5  away  and  a  blowin'  in  the  breeze  off  the  end  of 
my  loft  pulley.   Bein'  of  an  easily  spooked  nature  I  commenced 
to  saunter,  in  a  slow  kind  of  manner  mind  you,  bein'  as  how  I'd 
never  heered  of  no  rump  ever  cussin'  at  nobody  afore,  I  com- 
menced to  saunter  up  to  that  there  smilin'  carcass  and  bend 
over  shaky  like  and  ask  it  as  smartly  as  I  was  able  to,  if  it 
was  to  be  knot/in '  the  whereabouts  of  Saint  Nicholas,  and  then 
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jump  on  back  as  quick  as  I  could,  not  at  all  bein'  sure  of 
what  its  answer  would  be.  Well  sir,  once  I8d  finished  my 
disgustin8  outburst'  as  Nicholas  so  elegintly  put  it,  he 
commenced  to  tellin8  me  he'd  be  obliged  if n  I  was  to  remove 
him  from  that  such  an5  such  hay  puller. 

It  too];  the  better  part  of  an  hour  to  git  that  man  unhitched 
from  that  loft  pulley,  an  another  to  git  his  dang  deer  outta 
my  chimbly.  Nicholas  weren't  no  help  at  all  in  ungirdling  that 
reindeer  o'  his,  fer  he  couldn't  no  more  than  take  his  holt 
off 8n  his  drawers  but  what  they  fell  back  down  around  his 
ankles,  an  he;d  commence  to  lookin'  like  a  Chinaman  skittern8 
amongst  his  animals. 

Well  that  there  is  how  Saint  Nicholas  got  my  services  in 
deliverin'  the  fixin's  to  the  rest  o'  the  valley.   He  asked  me 
to  go  with  him,  an'  drop  on  down  the  stacks  with  the  goodies 
and  put  8em  under  the  youngin's  trees,  Bcuz  he  sure  weren't  in 
no  position  to  with  his  drawers  hanging  so  low  an '  all  I 

Which  brings  to  mind  the  time  ole  P.uf . . . 


eooeeeoooooooo  ©  o  ©  o 


Ronnie  Iiebert 


My  Name's  Tom 

"You  look  troubled/  she  said,  nwanta  talk  about  it?" 

Well  of  course  I  was  troubled,  but  she  wasn't  supposed  to 
know  that.   I  had  gone  to  great  lengths  that  morning  to  avoid 
showing  even  the  slightest  signs  of  being  troubled.   In  fact, 
earlier,  over  a  cup  of  coffee,  I  had  even  practiced  smiling 
at  myself  in  the  mirror  in  order  to  avoid  the  slightest  de- 
tection of  a  frown,  which  is  always  a  sure  giveaway  for  anyone 
who  is  low  in  spirits.   Even  brushed  up  on  a  few  good  jokes 
to  tell  the  guys— so  as  to  put  everybody  in  a  good  mood.  Hoping 
that  maybe,  well,  just  maybe  I'd  get  lucky  and  have  some  of 
their  high  spirits  rub  off  on  ome. 

So  who  was  she  to  say  I  looked  troubled.  Even  if  I  did,  it 
was  none  of  her  business.  And  to  top  it  all  off,  I  hadn't  even 
set  eyes  on  her  before,  until  now. 

Who  me,  trouble,  na  I'm  not  troubled,  whatever  gave  you 
that  idea?5 

S!IIey,  it  helps  if  you  tall:  about  it  you  know.   Flushes  it 
right  out  of  the  old  system.   Besides,  I'm  one  who  kinda  be- 
lieves that  no  problem  seems  too  bad  if  you  have  someone  to 
share  it  with. ; 
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'Listen,  I  don't  know  if  this  is  your  idea  of  a  joke,  but 
let's  forget  it.   I've  already  told  you  I  haven't  got  a  problem.' 

r  And  v/ho  are  you  trying  to  convince,  me  or  yourself?  I 
can't  help  you,  you  know,  if  you're  not  willing  to  open  up  and 
help  yourself--uh,  listen,  my  name's  Pat— and  well,  I'd  really 
like  to  help. 

r Thanks,  but  ah,  no  thanks.   I  can... well,  I  mean... I,  I 
don't  know,  what  I  mean,  I  guess  I'd  just  as  soon  not  talk 
about  it . :; 

"Uell,  have  it  your  way  but  if  and  when  you  do  decide 
that  you'd  like  to  talk  about  it,  feel  free.   How  that  you 
know  who  I  am,  I'd  also  like  you  to  know  that  I'm  always  willing 
to  listen.  Oh-— just  one  last  thing,  I  hope  you  don't  feel 
you're  someone  special,  'cause  everyone  has  their  share  of 
problems— the  only  real  problem  is  that  not  everyone  has  some- 
one to  share  them  with. " 

"Pat,  urn,  hey,  listen—— my  name's  Torn." 

Thomas  Nolan 


Roommate 

Since  the  hot  weather  began  the  room  had  been  used 
frequently.   I  avoided  it  these  days,  made  a  point  of  coming 
in  through  the  front  door.   There  is  something  eerie  about 
the  unknown*   I  couldn't  be  frightened,  I  kept  telling  myself ; 
it's  something  to  be  faced.   A  fact  of  life. 

The  other  day  I  forced  myself  to  go  in  there.   There  was 
nothing,  just  an  empty  room.   Ho  need  for  frills  or  furniture, 
who  would  enjoy  them.  No  clothes  hanging  in  the  closet  and 
no  fuzzy  soft  slippers.  ITo  one  walked  in  this  room. 

Mrs.  Mortimer  in  room  22  was  feeling  low.  We  both  knew; 
yet  when  she  asked  where  her  roommate  had  gone  I  couldn't  say 
it.   I'd  stare  over  at  the  empty  bed,  remembering  the  living 
being  that  I  had  known.   Her  gnarled  hands  so  misshapen  as  not 
to  resemble  hands,  the  bent  body  unable  to  sit  of  its  own 
accord,  and  the  beautiful  mind  locked  up  inside  its  ugly 
misshapen  shell. 

Old  age  can  be  kind  or  unmerciful.  He  are  its  victims.   It 
seems  Letter  to  lose  your  mind  before  your  body  starts  to 
decay.  Her  family  comes  on  rituals  to  see  someone  they  no 
longer  know  and  she  knows  her  grandchild  would  rather  be  playing 
baseball  by  his  fidgetiness.   There  she  is,  just  as  helpless  as 
he,  just  a  few  years  ago  when  he  was  born.   He  doesn't  remember. 
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She  took  care  of  him.   So  she  rambles  on  about  nothing,  smiles 
and  says  she's  fine  when  the  pain  and  loneliness  are  swiftly 
taking  her  sanity .   She's  almost  relieved  to  see  them  go  so 
she  can  talk  to  her  peers  and  fellow  sufferers  of  how  her  family 
loves  heru   Fraying  for  the  day  to  end. 

Yesterday  the  nurses  closed  all  the  doors,  made  everyone 
go  to  their  rooms.   Tney3d  wheeled  the  bed  out  of  room  22.   I 
didn't  want  to  look,  but  I  had  to.   The  waxen  sleeping  figure, 
sheets  pulled  up  to  her  neck,  rode  down  the  hall.   A  serene 
almost  relieved  expression  on  her  face.   I  waited  for  her  to 
open  her  eyes  and  smile  up  at  me.   I  don't  think  she  was  aware 
of  the  tears  stinging  my  eyes.   She  was  wheeled  into  the 
elevator.   The  door  shut  with  a  hiss  that  broke  the  silence 
for  a  second.   I  stared  as  the  light  marked  the  descent  to 
the  basement.   I  could  picture  them  rounding  the  corner, 
wheeling  down  to  that  room. 

Jane  Christopher 


Something  Called  Love 

'Top?' 

r  Yah, kid. : 

:  IJhat  does  illegitimate  mean?:  asked  the  starry-eyed, 
little  boy.   Eis  father  ignored  the  question,  hoping  the  kid 
would  go  away  and  stop  bugging  him-   Every  time  he  wanted  to 
do  something  important  or  read  the  evening  paper,  the  kid 
would  always  get  in  the  way .   Nowadays  the  kid ' s  mother  loves 
him  more  than  her  own  husband.   Of  course,  she  acts  like  she 
loves  the  old  man  just  to  shut  him  up.   Times  were  they  were 
the  best  family  around  for  miles.   He  knew  she  wasn't  legally 
married  or  anything  when  the  kid  was  born.   The  kid's  real 
father  left  them  when  he  wasn't  even  a  month  old  yet;  they  say 
he  couldn't  stand  to  hear  the  kid  bawl  all  night.   On  days  when 
he  is  lonesome  he  wishes  he  could  have  his  own  son  sitting  be- 
side him  on  the  front  lawn,  playing  catch,  or  even  talking  to 
him  once  in  a  while .   The  old  man  saw  a  yearning  in  the  kid  ° s 
eyes  and  knew  he  wouldn't  buzz  off.   He  looked  down  at  the 
kid  and  noticed  he  had  his  mother's  eyes  and  hair.   He  couldn't 
say  how  he  resembled  his  real  father.   He  never  knew  the  savage, 
or  what  he  looked  like,  but  he  could  imagine  too. 
Pop,  did  you  hear  me?r: 
Yah,  I  heard  ya,  kid.    Searching  for  the  right  words,  he 
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asked ,   IThat  do  ya  want  to  know  for?p 

T7ell/  he  replied,   there 3  s  this  kid  at  school  in  the 
first  grade,  same  as  me,  that  the  other  children  laugn  at 
and  call  him  illegitimate .   One  day  there  was  a  ball  game  at 
school  and  this  kid  asked  if  lie  could  play  tooD   Gome  children 
said  ya,,  Lut  a  couple  big  bullies  said  he  couldn't  because 
he  was  a  weirdo.   And  he  said  'I  am  not  weird.'   And  the 
bulliest  bully  said  'you're  illegitimate ,  ain't  you?0   So 
the  kid  got  funny  and  started  to  run  away  and  he  stumbled, 
landed  on  his  face,  and  everyone  laughed  at  him,  except  me. 

Listen  son,  all  it  means  is  a  person  is  born  in  another 
country . 

1  Thanks  „  father . ;/ 

Ewaugh  Rice 


Three  Trees 

There  were  three  trees  out  in  front  of  my  house ,  once., 
They  were  towering,  noble  maple  trees  with  a  kindness  that  let 
you  know  that  they'd  shade  you  from  the  hot  summer  sun  and 
yield  their  multi  colored  leaves  for  you  to  rake  and  play  in 
in  the  fall..   Ty  trees  were  true  gentlemen  when  I'd  tie  my 
imaginary  horses  to  them*  and  they'd  even  hold  one  end  of  my 
jump  rope  when  no  one  else  would  play  with  me.   I  use  to  talk 
to  these  three  trees ,  and  I  could  tell  by  the  way  that  the 
wind  whistled  through  their  leaves  that  they  wanted  to  talk 
back.   They  were  almost  my  best  friends,  they  were  mine. 

But  then  I  noticed  they  were  dying.   And  each  summer  they 
ceased  working  a  week  or  two  earlier  than  all  the  other  trees 
and  would  shed  their  not^so  plentiful  leaves.   I  began  to  see 
their  skin  grow  harder  and  split  open,  making  them  more  vulner- 
able than  ever  to  the  cruel  New  England  weather.   Then  one 
morning  I  was  aroused  from  my  sleep  by  the  screech  of  buzz-- 
saws cutting  through  the  last  veins  of  life  of  my  trees,  and 
each  of  their  arms  dropped,  one  by  one  to  the  ground. 

Three  young  maples  now  stand  where  my  three  trees  once 
were.   But  I  just  can't  touch  these  trees.   They're  just  not 
mine . 

M.  Niemi 
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The  Fireman 

The  old  fireman  leaned  Lack  in  his  chair.   The  chair 
creaked  with  old  age  and  vear.   It  was  one  of  those  hot,  early 
summer  nights  with  more  than  enough  heat  and  not  enough  breeze. 

Thirteen  years  I've  been  in  this  station,  but  the  only 
way  you'd  get  me  to  change  would  be  to  transfer  me,  you'd 
never  get  me  to  move  on  my  own,   I!d  never  ask  for  a  transfer. 

He  wasn't  really  old,  of  course,  but  on  this  job  you  aged 
fast.  Why,  there  were  some  guys  that  had  been  on  the  job 
thirty  years  or  more. 

"Gotta  weed  the  garden  tomorrow,  I  guess.   It  sure  ain't 
gonna  rain . :   He  yawned  and  leaned  back  further .   " I  could 
sleep  right  here  in  this..." 

The  tone  interrupted.   It  pierced  the  stillness  of  the 
station  and  reverberated  off  the  walls. 

Tense  waiting  for  seconds  that  were  hours  and  then— the 
phone.   Its  ringing  followed  the  dying  echoes  of  the  tone. 

He  jumped  from  his  chair  and  ran  toward  the  phone.   'Station 
three.   Ya,  ya,  okay,  right.1   He  shouted  an  address  to  be 
written  on  the  board,  pulled  the  station  horn  and  climbed 
into  the  truck. 

The  sound  of  the  engine  roared  over  the  blasting  of  the 
horn.   He  moved  carefully  out  of  the  station  with  only  a  quick 
tap  on  the  siren  button. 

It  had  been  a  hot  night,  something  like  that  night  when  he 
told  me,   Some  guys  go  charging  out  of  here  like  racing  drivers 
but  I  take  it  easy.  You  can  rebuild  a  house,  but  if  I  run  over 
you,  you're  dead  forever.1 

As  he  pulled  up  in  front  of  the  house,  he  noticed  black, 
thick  smoke  coming  from  an  open,  kitchen  window.   Then  he 
noticed  the  woman  screaming  at  him,  "My  baby's  in  there.   Iiy 
baby ,  get  her  please . 

He  looked  back  at  the  smoke.   There  wasn't  much  fire  but 
he  knew  that  if  there  was  anyone  in  there,  the  smoke  would 
kill  them  as  sure  as  the  fire  would.   He  ran  into  the  house, 
staying  close  to  the  floor.   Checking  room  after  room  he  found 
nothing.   The  smoke  was  starting  to  affect  him.   He  felt  weak 
and  sick.   He  could  taste  the  thick,  oily  smoke.   It  stuck  in 
his  throat  with  .every  breath.   Finally,  in  the  last  room  in 
the  house,  he  found  her  baby.   He  carried  it  outside.   The 
fresh  air  hit  him  hard  and  he  fell  to  the  ground  and  vomited. 
He  shook  off  the  other  firefighter  who  came  to  help  him.   He 
got  slowly  to  his  feet  and  angrily  walked  toward  the  woman 
with  the  bundle. 

"Iiy  baby,  you  saved  her. 
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Lady,  it  must  have  been  quite  an  experience,  giving 
birth  to  a  dog*1 

She  said  nothing.   He  just  coughed  and  walked  away. 


A  Fireman's  Prayer 

''When  I  am  called  to  duty,  God, 
Whereever  flames  may  rage. 
Give  me  strength  to  save  some  life 
Whatever  be  age 


o    o    o    o 


I  want  to  fill  my  calling  and 

Give  the  best  in  me» 

To  guard  my  every  neighbor  and  protect 

his  property. 
And  if  according  to  my  fate 
I  am  to  lose  my  life. 

Please  bless  with  your  protecting  hand 
Ily  children  and  my  wife." 


Anonymous 


Richard  Ares 


Walking  the  Cows  to  the  Barn 

The  first  glimpse  of  him  was  the  familiar  beaten- -up,  sweat- 
's tained  old  hat,  crumpled  and  tattered  from  its  years  of  use. 
As  his  body  emerged  from  over  the  hill,  I  ran  to  greet  him. 
The  faded,  red -plaid  shirt  and  stretched,  green  sweater  and 
worn,  baggie,  blue  overalls  were  as  much  a  part  of  him  as  the 
twinkle  in  his  eyes.   He  always  carried  a  discarded  branch  as 
a  cane  to  support  the  right  side  of  his  body  which  limped  since 
that  accident  many  years  ago.   He  nodded  before  I  could  sputter 
the  question  out  and  I  shot  down  to  the  bars  to  untie  the  bale- 
string,   Eis  gruff,  bass  voice  bellowed  across  the  pasture  and 
seemed  to  bounce  Lack  off  the  old  withered  apple  trees  and  to 
rebound  off  the  old,  rock  piles  scattered  throughout  the  field, 

I  watched  the  huge  cumbersome  bodies  mechanically  maneuver 
to  their  powerful  legs  and  file  onto  the  narrow,  crookedest, 
worn  path  I  had  ever  seen.   The  way  they  were  slipping  and 
sliding  across  the  muck  I  was  sure  one  was  going  to  break  a 
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leg,  but  like  all  the  times  before,  they  held  their  own  until 
they  finally  reached  the  bars.   They  rhythmically  swayed  with 
the  promise  of  good,  sweet  milk  across  the  paved  surface  and 
through  the  old  rickety  gate  which  must  have  served  its  pur- 
pose for  sixty  years.  William  B.  latched  the  gate  after  old 
Eessie  and  followed  the  procession  back  up  and  over  the  hill, 
only  turning  once  with  that  great  big  wave  of  his  hand. 

Dolores  Folkins 


My  Prespective  on  a  Grand 
Quill  Dipper5 

You  ask,  f:A  flower,  Mr.  Twain,  how  do  you  see  a  flower?" 
I  believe  Mark  Twain  would  counter  with;   A  flower?  Why 
I  see  it  with  my  eyes;  but  to  answer  your  question  in  a  more 
candid  manner,  were  I  to  simply  see  a  flower,  I  expect  that 
the  literature  I  produce  wouldn't  be  worth  its  weight  in 
Mississippi  mud.   ;,I  have  to  inspect  fully  for  my  own  personal 
gratification,  I'll  show  you  a  flower  my  friend."   At  this  point 
I  can  sense  Mr.  Twain  moving  toward  a  Black  Eyed  Susan.  '"It's 
boasting  you  know." 

Boasting,  Mr.  Twain?" 

'Yes,  boasting,  my  friend.  Wouldn't  you  if  your  bonnet 
were  bursting  with  sunlight,  and  your  eye  were  the  center  of 
interest  for  the  creativity  of  the  bees?" 

I  find  it  hard  to  answer  that  question,  Mr.  Twain.' 
How  old  are  you  my  friend? C! 
1  Beg  your  pardon,  sir?5 
Your  age!   Hoi;  old  are  you?" 
Sixteen  at  the  next  full  moon  sir." 
"Ahhh,  that  adds  a  great  deal  of  sugar  to  the  drink. 
'Sir?7 

"Simply  gathering  order  of  my  thoughts,  lad." 
r'Are  you  sure  the  flower  is  boasting,  Mr.  Twain?' 
:Come  along  lad,  and  I'll  tell  you  how  I  know  it  for  a 
fact  I r 

"Yes  sir . 

"Now  lad,  I  didn't  pick  the  flower  did  I?" 
"No,  Mr.  Twain.r; 
rlor  did  you,  right  lad?" 
"No,  sir.' 
"Now  look  back  to  the  flower.' 
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The  boy  turns,  looks  for  a  moment  at  the  flower  swaying 
gently  in  the  noonday  breeze,  then  reverses  his  look  to  the 
solemn  countenance  of  Mark  Twain,  two  widening  smiles  are  ex 
changed,  and  the  pair  continue  their  country-side  walk  with 
both  young  and  old  curiosities  quenched. 

Ronnie  Hebert 


The  Caste  System 

"Tim,  I  thought  you  were  scheduled  for  3;:  30.   It  happens 
to  be  ten  to  four,  you  know.;r  said  John,  the  store  manager. 
Ya,  I  know,  I  got  tie...r: 

'Spare  me  the  sob  stories,  and  just  get  working  on  that 
dollie  in  the  dog  food  aisle. t: 

:Oh,  hey  John,  I  bought  you  that  book  you're  always  talking 
about  on  your  breaks.   I  put  it  on  your  desk  in  the  office. 
I  hope  you5 11. . . ; 

Listen,  let's  cut  the  bullshit  session  and  get  that  stock 
up,  there's  another  load  coming  in  this  evening.  And  I  might 
add,  don't  bother  taking  your  break  tonight,  you  already  owe 
us  20  minutes. • 

Don't  bother  taking  your  break, ~~boy  what  a  bastard- -didn't 
even  thank  me  for  the  boo];,  and  after  I  went  through  all  the 
trouble  of  buying  it  for  him.   Save  the  sob  stories  he  says, 
typical —to  him  any  excuse,  even  it  it's  legit,  is  a  sob  story. 

The  guy  must  be  thick-- don't  know  how  many  times  I  told 
him  I  couldn't  get  in  any  earlier  than  four,  but  a  lot  of  good 
it  does.   Goes  in  one  ear  and  out  the  other.   And  I  still 
get  scheduled  for  3; 30."  "Christ,  no  break."   And  I  rushed  in 
here,  laying  my  life  on  the  line,  haul-assing  60  ITU,  weaving 
in  and  out,  dodging,  darting  and  passing  all  those  old  battle- 
axes  who  must  have  gotten  their  licenses  from  a  Sears ,  Roebuck 
order  catalog,  and  without  even  eating  supper. 

Tim,  we've  got  a  broker,  bottle  over  in  aisle  7,  you  wanta 
get  the  sawdust  and  clean  it  up.  ' 

"Aisle  7  John?" 

"Ho,  I  just  said  7  for  the  hell  of  it.   How  get  over  there!1 

Oh  God  no,  a  broken  bottle  of  jam.   Couldn't  those  little 
brats  find  something  to  get  their  little  grubby  hands  on  that's 
easier  to  clean  up  than  this  gummed  up  mess?' 

c Angel,  see  the  nice  man  is  going  to  clean  it  up... don't 
cry,  there's  no  harm  done.51 

rMy  mommy  won't  have  to  pay  for  .-.this  will  she?11 
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No ,  your  mommy . . . :: 

Oh,  of  course  mommy  won't  have  to  pay  for  it,  Angel,  it 
wasn't  our  fault  it  slipped  off  the  shelf,  that's  all." 

Slipped  off  the  shelf-~no  lommy  doesn't  have  to  pay  for 
it,  but  moirany  should  be  down  here  on  her  hands  and  knees  to 
pick  up  this  mess. 

'Tim,  when  you  finish  there,  I've  got  a  little  something 
for  you  in  the  front  of  the  store.  You  can  take  this..." 

John,  I've  got  a  little  something  I  want  to  tell  you. 
You  can  take  this  job  and..." 

Tim,  let's  show  -a  little  common  courtesy  around  here, 
you  didn't  let  me  finish  what  I  was  going  to  say." 

Thomas  Ho Ian 


Surfing  From  Shore 

The  thrill  of  riding  the  surf  must  be  the  ultimate  ex- 
perience the  waves  are  able  to  deliver. 

I  depict  the  sensation  of  a  young  lover  as  the  surfer 
caresses  the  surface  of  the  ocean.   He  waits. . .suddenly  she 
is  there... she  swells... his  every  muscle  rhythmically  spastic, 
keeping  time  with  his  liquid  partner. . .she  subsides  and  he  is 
delivered  into  deeper  communication  with  his  love.   He  turns., 
sighs  and  is  ready  to  encounter  again. 

Shirley  Wilder 


Late  For  A  Class 

Have  you  ever  been  late  for  a  class?  Well  if  you  have, 
you  know  the  feeling,  but  if  you  haven't,  let  me  tell  you 
what  it5s  like.   As  you  stand  before  the  great  closed  gate, 
you  can  hear  your  leader  spilling  out  all  his  knowledge  to 
all  your  fellow  subjects.  With  your  sweaty  hand,  you  reach 
for  the  cold,  brass -colored  doorknob  and  enter  very  quickly. 
Of  course  as  the  door  is  opened,  you  discover  that  it  squeaks 
and  squeals  sharply  which  you  never  noticed  before,  but  you 
were  never  late  before  and  it  didn't  matter.   Shutting  the 
door  behind  you,  a  sudden  silence  sails  swiftly  into  the  room. 
Everyone  now  in  this  small  private  hell  is  staring  at  you  now 
as  your  face  changes  from  frightfully  pale  to  fire-engine  red 
with  embarrassment. 
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Mow  your  next  task  is  to  somehow,  and  someway,  nonchalantly, 
get  to  your  desk  which  is  an  island  of  safety  amongst  all  the 
staring  faces »   The  clock  clack  of  your  shoes  against  the  dirty 
linoleum  floor  echoes  through  the  room  as  the  teacher  tries 
desperately  to  compete  with  the  noise.   'Only  a  little  more 
to  go,  then  I'll  be  safe"  flashes  into  your  mind  as  you  cautious 
ly,  with  books  in  arm,  try  to  maneuver  through  the  narrow  aisle 
of  desks  and  sit  down.   Then  you  tell  yourself  you  made  it, 
no  longer  is  anyone  looking  at  you  with  their  piercing  eyes, 
when  all  of  a  sudden  the  door  starts  to  squeak  and  squeal. 

Bruce  Vandebrock 


Talk  with  the  Lord 

As  my  eyes  opened  I  could  see  the  frost  of  late  autumn 
on  the  window  panes =   The  silence  was  disturbed  by  the  bark 
of  some  far  off  dog.   The  morning  seemed  more  like  evening  as 
the  clouds  blocked  the  sun.   The  bed  shifted  as  my  weight 
shifted,  a  tear  came  when  I  saw  her  picture.  !7hy?  I  tried 
hard  to  fight  it,  no  use.   It's  been  five  days  now  or  was  it 
six  or  seven?   I  don't  know,  I  don't  care.   Lord  it's  hard 
living,  she's  gone,  Oh  Lord,  She's  Gone!   I  wonder  why  when 
you  took  her  you  didn't  take  all  of  her.   Part  of  her  is  in 
me j  in  there  she's  reminding  me  of  love. 

She'll  come  back  like  the  flower  does  in  spring.  Is 11 
be  with  her.   Oh  not  here,  oh  no,  somewhere  else  where  every- 
thing will  be  like  before.   Please  Lord,  love  her  as  I  did, 
keep  her,  1*11  be  there,  Is  11  come  to  get  her.   But  now  I 
must  do  my  work  here,  live  now,  that's  the  way  she  knew  me, 
that ' s  the  way  she  wanted  me . 

William  I'clntosh 
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Awful 

'Mike. •••Hey,  Kike' 1 • -Hey  man,  uh..-how  was  last  night? 

Hey,  man,  uh...How'd  ya  make  out  with  that  chick  you 
wanted  to  meet?  (snicker,  snicker.) 

: Judy? . . . (snicker) . . .Damn  good,  damn  good I   hey,  hey. . „ 
r  lien ,  neh . . .  heh . . .  good  t    huh?  " 

Huh... you  ain't  shittin'  mani   (snicker,  snicker). r 
•'Need  I  ask  what  happened?  • .  •  heh ,  heh.r? 
r (snicker) .. .first  we  got  smashed  on  three  sixes,  and 
then. . . (dirty  laughter) . . . 

"Right  into  the  back  set  of  the  car,  huh?" 

•:  (snicker)  . .  .Yup* 

"Hey,  uh,  let's  go  get  a  beer. 

Ma,  uh...I  think  I've  got  a  hangover. 

You  think  you  got  a  hangover?  How  the  hell  can  you  think 
you  got  a... hey,  uh,  I  think  you're  turning  green. i; 
:I  think  I'm  sick,  I  think  I'm  gonna  pu...r 

Yeah,  uh,  like,  I'll  be  seein'  ya...Uh,  goin'  to  the  party 
tonight? " 

You  bet!.!.. .  (Puke!)  ." 
'  Uh,  yeah,  uh...I'll  see  you  there." 

John  Shaffer 
*     *     * 

Gas  Shortage 

:  What  do  you  want  to  do  now?" 
5You  sure  you  want  me  to  answer  that?  3 
"Hot  really. n 

Let's  just  ride  around  and  see  what  happens.   Okay?1 
After  driving  just  long  enough  to  get  to  a  familiar  back 
road,  the  car  seems  to  automatically  ease  over  to  the  side  of 
the  road. 

Hey,  what  are  we  stopping  here  for?" 

Oh  no,  I  can't  believe  it.   I  think  we're  out  of  gas. 
Well,  that's  the  way  it  goes,  I  guess  we'll  just  have  to  sack 
out  here  for  the  night.0 

t:I  should  have  known  you  had  this  in  mind.   Guys  are  all 
the  same.:i 

How  do  you  know  I'm  the  same?  We  haven't  done  anything 
yet. 

Holy  shit,  I  can't  believe  you  said  that.   Now  let's  get 
out  of  here. 

But  you  asked  me  what  I  wanted  to  do,  I  couldn't  lie  to  you. 
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Jesus,  guys  are  not  shy  these  days,  that's  all  I  can  say. 

But  we've  been  going  together  for  two  hours  now." 

This  can  only  happen  if  there's  love  involved.1 

Alright,,  alright.   I  love  your  body,  now  let's  get  on 
with  it . 

"What  will  people  say  if  anyone  finds  out?" 

For  Christ's  sake,  who's  going  to  find  out?:' 

'I  don't  knot/-  that's  who'll  knot;. 

'I'll  know  too,  but  I'm  not  gonna  let  it  worry  me.: 

'But  if  this  happens  I'll  burn  in  fires  of  Hell  forever , 
that's  what  the  nuns  taught  us  anyway. ': 

! 'Alright  we'll  only  do  some  necking  and  a  moderate  to 
heavy  amount  of  petting.  That  way  the  most  you'll  get  for 
that  is  a  few  years  in  Purgatory." 

That  did  it.   I  was  gonna  give  in,  but  not  after  that 
remark-— no  way. " 

How  start  this  car  up  or  I'll  scream  rape." 
"Alright,  let's  go.  -.-—'—-  what  do  you  want  to  do  now?: 

Alan  Roy 


Travelers 

Eyes  moving  quickly,  flashing  over  me  and  around  the 
crowded  station.   !Key  man,  you  gotta  help  me.   I  gotta  get 
to  Washington.   My  mother  called  me,  she's  sick  and  I  gotta 
get  down  there  man.   I  got  three  dollars,  all  I  need's  another 
dollar  forty  five.   I  ain't  axen  ya  for  much  man.   I  gotta  get 
home  o 

So  many  people  waiting  and  walking,  it  seemed  like  every 
otiier  one  was  looking  at  us.  A  little  bit  of  drama.   My  mind 
raced,  every  logical  bone  in  my  body  told  me  this  was  a  story 
and  he  just  wanted  my  money.   But  I  wanted  to  give  him  some 
money  and  believe  him.   I  fixed  my  eyes  on  him  and  tried  to 
shut  out  the  turmoil  around  us. 

"Well  I  don't  have  much  money  either  you  know,"  I  said 
casually. 

He  continued;   Hey  man,  I  know,  I  ain't  axen  ya  for  a  lot. 
I'd  have  the  money  '  cept  I  got  mugged  last  night.   They  stabbed 
me  and  took  my  money.  r,7anna  see  the  scar?  I  been  in  the 
hospital  and  now  I  gotta  get  home." 

I  decided  to  believe  him  and  I  wanted  to  see  him  get  on 
that  bus . 
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Which  gate  does  your  bus  leave  from?"  I  asked. 
Over  there/1  he  pointed. 
Let's  go  check  on  it,"  I  said. 

"What. •oh  yeah/  his  eyes  were  flying  around  the  station 
now,  but  he  followed  me.  We  pushed  through  the  doors  into 
the  cold  wind  of  the  loading  bay,  the  whine  of  the  busses 
echoing  off  arched  walls. 

Excuse  me/  I  said  to  a  guy  with  a  hat  on,  r  when  does 
this  bus  go  to  Washington?" 
'About  a  half  hour. 

We  went  back  inside.   He  was  fidgeting. 

I  reached  into  my  pocket  and  fished  out  a  dollar  and  some 
coins,  change  from  my  ticket.   The  money  changed  hands. 
Thanks  man/'  he  was  gone. 
I  watched  him  run  up  the  escalator. 

Tucker  Lindquist 


"The  Bucket'1 

As  officers  O'Marley  and  Reed  were  patrolling  the  streets 
of  Gardner,  a  monotone  voice  came  over  the  radio,  "One  Adam  12 , 
fight  at  132  West  Street/   O'Marley  immediately  pulled  a  U- 
turn,  barely  avoiding  a  few  cars  parked  on  the  side  of  the  street 
Streaking  through  town  with  the  siren  blaring  and  the  bubble 
light  flashing,  they  finally  reached  their  destination.   The 
Ducket.1   Yes,  it  was  another  barroom  brawl. 

The  policemen  fled  from  their  patrol  car  into  rThe  Bucket. 
There ,  sprawled  out  in  the  middle  of  the  floor  with  a  table 
on  top  of  him,  was  the  town  drunk,  Johnny  Walker.   O'Marley 
pulled  the  table  off  of  Johnny  and  asked  him  what  happened, 
johnny's  reply  was,   I  don't  know,  of fisher*  firsh  I  was  sitting 
at  the  bar  drinking  wine,  next  fing  ya  know  I'raon  the  floor 
with  this  schtupid  table  on  me/5 

! Do  you  have  any  idea  who  could  have  done  this  to  you 
Johnny? : 

"It  musht  have  been  •Tilma  the  Wino/3 
Why  her?*'  asked  Reed. 
Becaushs  she  shaz  I  stole  her  bottle  of  Boone 's  Farm. 

rC3mon  Johnny,  we'll  give  you  a  bed  for  the  night. 

!;Thanksh  of  fisher.  . .  .Oh,  of  fisher,  can  I  take  my  Boone's 
Farm  wif  me?: 

Um    Chagnon 
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Drunk  Dunk 

It  was  hot  and  humid,  a  miserable  summer's  clay,  but 
nothing  a  few  cold  beers  and  a  dip  in  the  pool  couldn't 
cool  off o   I  was  ascending  the  diving  board  with  a  minimum 
of  difficulty  when  it  was  brought  to  my  attention  that  it 
might  not  Le  wise  for  me  to  enter  the  water  just  yet.   My 
reply  was  quick  and  confident.   "What's  the  matter?  I 
waited  an  hour  after  eating!   As  I  dove,  the  water  separated 
before  me  and  I  found  myself  suspended  in  a  liquid  world.   I 
glided  with  my  arms  at  my  side  and  my  eyes  closed.   Hy  de- 
lightful dizziness  was  interrupted  by  a  hollow  thud,  which 
reminded  me  to  watch  for  the  opposite  side  of  the  pool.   It 
took  additional  effort  to  pull  myself  from  the  water.   I  also 
noticed  the  red  raindrops  splattering  on  the  white  tiles  be- 
low me.   Somebody  was  running  towards  me,  he  looked  all  fuzzy - 

Uhat  happened?  What  happened,"1  he  yelled.   Sharks.' 
was  my  reply.   By  the  way,"  i  added,  "do  you  want  to  go  for  a 
ride  near  the  hospital?1' 

Jo  I  in  Lukas 


Untitled 

'Hey,  Ivan.   Guess  what  I've  got  here  man.'" 
Hey,  I  don't  know  man,  why  don't  you  surprise  me?  I  know 
it  can't  be  those  'IZahavishnu'  tickets." 
Oh  yeh— what  makes  you  so  sure--?'" 

You  mean  you  got  'em  man,  you  got  'em?  Oh  wow,  unreal  man, 
I  don't  believe  it." 

Front  row  balcony  seats  man,  the  best  of  the  $5.50°s  and 
in  left  center,  tooi   See,  I  got  my  act  together.1 
I'll  grant  you  that,  ah,  I'll  grant  you  that'r 
5  I  was  able  to  get  six.  You  calling  Cecily?" 
"Yeh,  you  know  it.   I'm  stuck  on  that  chick.   I  think  we're 
on  a  love  trip. 

Oh  yeh?  That's  cool,  that's  cool.  Ue'll  take  the  van. 
Ei0f  course.   I'll  go  gas  it  up  later— when  I  go  out  and 
try  to  score  a  little  'smoke'. 

'You  know  who  might  like  to  come  with  us?  Talbert.   He 
says  he's  getting  real  deep  into  'Birds  of  Fire'.   He  says 
they're  tight  and  well  improvised.1 

God  2   lie's  got  the  touch  I   I've  been   looking  for  a  sound 
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way  to  describe  them..  Yen.*   'Well  improvised.5 
let's  bring  hint.   He'll  provide  us  with  some  good  thoughts 
after  the  concert-   Tell  him  to  bring  his  chick.   Sandy's  her 
name . 

Yeh.,   She's  outasite.   I  suppose  we  should  bring  Randy. 
After  all;  he  got  us  those  Stone's  tickets." 

All  right  man.   He3s  into  McGlaughlin.   He's  cool. 

Ue  can't  go  ass~backwards  on  this  one ..This  looks  like 
it  may  be  the  one.   Eey.   Remind  me  to  bring  the  binoculars 
tonight .   No.   Maybe  I'll  bring  the  telephoto  instead. :: 
"Hey,  you  know  where  you're  going  to  copy  the  smoke? :a 

Yen.   Bert's  got  some  Panama  Red  going  for  $14  a  gram.1 

!MmmmI   You  know,  we  ought  to  go  to  "The  Workshop rt  after 
the  show.   We  can  check  out  the  place  cause  I  heard  Butter field 
is  there  in  two  weeks . f: 

c:You  know  something  Wayne?  I  think  I  'm  a  little  too 
psyched  at  the  moment.   I  better  slox/  down  and  get  my  head 
together.   I  better  keep  this  good.   Hey  man,  remind  me  to 
call  Cecily. 

f:As  if  you'll  forget.   Oh  hey,  I  better  contact  Linda. 
Iley,  you  know,  this  is  too  much.   I  don't  believe  I'm  living 
in  my  present  world." 

Tonight  we  are  going  to  float.   I'm  going  to  meet  McLaugh- 
lin in  the  clouds*1 

"We ' re  gonna  °  fly I " 

Hey  Ivan.   You  think  we  got  it  too  good?p 
r  Ifo  way,  brother  Wayne.  We  got  it  just  good  enough .' " 

Jay  Blue 


A  Good  Joke 

I  "m  dead. . . 
Oh  daddy,  look1.   A  car  on  its  side'1 
"What?  Oh  yeah 2  Wow.   lust've  been  quite  a  smash. " 
I'm  not  dead.   I'm  not  dead.   I'm  not  dead.   Something's 
on  me .   So  quiet .   Dark .   Can ' t  open  my  eyes . . . 

Hey,  you  guys.'   Look  I   Over  there  in  the  median.  Yeah, 
there.5   Lookit  that  Beetle  on  its  side  in  the  grass.' 
Oh  yeah!' 
rPissai: 
nFar  outr 

'Lookit  the  skid  marks  I      Lust've  flipped  over  the  railing 
Wanna  stop?1 
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Ho .   Hobody £  c  there .   The  cops  have  probably  been  here 
already, 

;;Yeahc r 

I  got  one  eye  open.   Blurry.   Everything  sounds  so  far  away. 
Dammit .   I  can't  move,  there's  my  left  hand?  Ch  my  God,  where8 
my  left  hand?  Oh  Christ,  oh  Christ,  Where's  my  left  hand, 
Where's  my  left  hand,  WHERE'S  MX"  LEFT  HAND"  • . . . . 

Key  dad,  lookit  that.   That  Volkswagen  in  the  median  there' 
It  went  over  the  guardrail  I   I  Let  it  flipped  three  times.' 

"ISartha,  look,  the  boy:s  right'  My  God,  I  feel  sorry 
for  whoever  was  in  it.' 

'What  for?  It  was  probably  some  filthy  hippie  freakout 
who  deserved  it.   They  all  own  Volkswagons." 

I  found  my  left  hand'   I  can  feel  it'   It's  under  me. 
Something  warm  is  going  in  my  ear.   Must  get  my  arm  out  from 
under  me.   Move,  arm,  move.'   Oh  Jesuschristsonovabitchgoddam.it- 
shit.  It  hurts  to  move. 

Hey  Sam,  look  over  there,  down  in  the  median/ 
Oh  Jesus.  Pull  over.   I'll  call  in.  (squawk)  This  is  car 
Thirty  four.   (squawk)   Have  found  tan  1968  Volks  beetle 
license  number  William~seven~one~seven~nine~three  on  its  side 
in  the  median  a  half  mile  east  of  the  Westminster  exit  on 
Route  Two.   Request  backup  and  ambulance,  (squaw];) 
(squawk)   Acknowledged,  (squawk) " 

:  Ue're  all  set. : 

:Okay.   Let's  go  see  it." 

Iy  arm's  out.   Feels  like  lead.   Got  to  get  that  seat  of fa 
me.  God.  it  hurts  to  move.  One  -two  -three ,  heave.'  There. 
It's  off  me.   Okay,  self.   Let's  take  a  look  at  where  we  are. 
Sheeeiti   Well*  Bobby  baby,  you  really  did  it  this  time,  you 
bet'   This  isn't  one  of  your  famous  'almosts",  nossir.  This 
is  a  real,  honest  to  God,  over  the  guardrail  wipeout. 

Sam,  look.'   His  hand  moved!   Climb  up  on  top  and  open  the 
door.   I'll  go  make  sure  the  ambulance  gets  here  quick. 

5 Right. 

Seems  to  me  I  bounced  of fa  the  steering  wheel  a  few  times. 
Shit,  I  must  look  like  scrambled  eggs  with  ketchup.   That's 
funny.   That's  really  funny.   A  regular  goddam  riot.  r7hat...? 
I  thought  I  heard  voices.   I  could 've  sworn. . .Ho,  I  doubt  it. 
Probably  just  the  buzzing  in  my  ears.   I  wonder  how  many 
broken  bones  I  have.  TJaitaminnit.   Looked  like  the  door  above 
me  opened  a  bit.   !To,  it  probably  just  sprung  open  in  the  crash. 
Hold  it'   I'll  be  dipped  in  shit 2   It  is  opening' 

"Hello,  officer,  where  ya  been?" 

Just  got  here.   There's  an  ambulance  coming.  You're  going 
to  be  all  right.   Do  you  hurt  much?" 
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:Do  I  hurt  much?  You're  really  witty,  'Do  I  hurt  much3. 
Hahaha-   A  real  frigging  riot,  officer.   Uhadaya  mean,  'Do 
I  hurt  much'?  Is  the  sky  blue?  Is  the  Pope  Catholic?  DOES 
CLEVELAND  START  WITH  A  r  K"? 

[Sam,  the  ambulance  should  be  here  in  three  minutes.  How 
is  he?:i 

Key  you,  the  other  man~in-blue.  T7anna  hear  a  good  joke? 
Maybe  to  tell  the  kids  at  home?  Well  anyway,  here  I  am,  all 
bloody  and  twisted  and  broken  and  y'know  what  your  partner 
there  says  to  me?  Ya  ready  for  this?  He  says,  'Do  I  hurt 
much?  Ain't  that  funny?  Ain't  that  an  honest-to- Jesus  panic? 
Cough,  hack,  blarg,  gack,  phooey.   Christ,  I  hurt.   When  you 
farts  gonna  get  me  outta  here?" 

'He's  fine.  Bill.   Just  fine.E: 

Robb  Iiillett 


On  Being  Alone 

On  the  other  side  of  the  window,  the  unclothed  oak  trees 
oscillate  in  the  whining  wind.  A  pigeon  comes  to  rest  on  the 
uppermost  peal:  of  the  moldy,  green-shingled  roof  of  the  ancient 
church.  He  seems  to  look  around  him,  below  him,  and  for  one 
brief  moment,  his  glance  rests  on  me.  He  look  at  each  other 
for  a  lengthless  time  before  he  flys  into  the  colorless,  wind- 
less sky. 

1  An  English  and  coffee  regular,  please... no  marmalade.11 

My  attention  drawn  back  from  the  outside  to  my  immediate 
surroundings,  I  become  aware  of  the  metallic,  atonal  sound 
of  cooking  utensils  .being  cleaned.   The  rhythmic  shuffle 
of  the  middle-aged  waitress  has  become  a  constant  in  my  con- 
sciousness. 

"Thankyoucomeagain. . . " 

The  automatic  door  swishes  open,  admitting  an  impeccably 
dressed,  young  woman  and  her  young  daughter,  and  an  unwelcome 
greeting  from  the  November  wind. 

Retreating  into  the  folds  of  my  heaving  clothing,  I  nibble 
with  disinterest  at  this  English  muffin.  Allegedly  an  English 
muffin  o 

The  young  woman,  having  purchased  her  cigarettes,  turns 
to  leave,  encountering  resistance  at  the  other  end  of  her  arm. 
Her  little  girl,  standing  silent  in  Sears,  Roebuck  back-to- 
school  plaid  wool  jumper,  is  staring  in  awe  and  envy  at  my 
tattered,  black  cape,  long,  muslin  dress,  and  worn  moccasins. 
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Our  eyes  meet.,  and  my  smile  causes  her  to  turn  away,  smiling 
shyly  at  the  stained  tile  floor.   Attached  to  her  mother's 
army  she  must  leave.   As  did  the  pigeon.   I  remain. 

It's  a  grey  day.  Sitting  here  in  my  self -constructed, 
plexiglas  cubicle,  even  the  waitress  is  far  from  me.   All 
the  music  of  the  world  is  lost  in  the  depths  of  my  memory  and 
all  that  I  hear  is  the  deafening  roar  of  my  own  loneliness. 

Bonnie  Baer 


On  the  Beach 

The  sun  rose  over  the  peak  of  lit.  Pleasant  and  washed  the 
ravine  with  golden  light  which  danced  on  palm  frond  and  sparkled 
on  the  blue  water  that  stretched  out  to  the  horizon.   It  also 
shone  on  the  metal  roof  of  a  little  shack  that  perched  high 
up  on  the  ravine,  warming  the  inside  as  the  young  man  stirred 
from  his  sleep  to  the  buzzing  wasps  outside  his  window.   He 
lay  still,  looking  up  at  the  ceiling,  his  thoughts  reaching 
back  to  a  home,  cold  and  far  away  it  seemed  now.   He  thought 
about  it  a  little  more. 

The  sound  of  shouting  brought  him  back;  it  was  Saturday, 
the  kids  would  be  going  down  to  the  beach.  He  got  up  quickly 
and  walked  into  the  other  room  of  the  shack  as  the  three  boys 
shoved  their  way  up  the  steps  and  pounded  on  the  door. 

" Get  up .   Get  up .   Get  up . " 

He  opened  the  door  and  three  sunny  faces  marched  in. 
Johnny  the  oldest  first,  then  Tarn  his  friend*   and  last  Jimmy, 
his  younger  brother,  the  imp. 

Here's  some  food  from  my  mother,"  said  Johnny,  placing  a 
small  basket  on  the  table. 

Well  thank  you  very  much,1  he  said,  r:that  was  very  nice 
of  your  mother.  I  That  are  you  guys  up  to  today? " 

Tarn  stood  quietly,  a  little  Lit  afraid. 
We're  going  to  the  beach, t;  said  the  imp,  pulling  on  the 
young  man's  hand,   You  come  with  us?! 

OK,  soon  as  I  eat,:'  said  the  young  man  as  he  removed  the 
neatly  tucked  cloth  which  covered  the  basket  and  took  out  a 
still  warm  dish  of  rice  and  beans  and  a  thermos  of  coffee  and 
milk.   He  usually  got  two  care  packages  a  day  from  his  neigh 
bors  on  the  mountain.   One  day  he  had  to  eat  two  dinners. 

Breakfast  done,  the  four  set  off  down  the  steep  path  that 
wound  through  the  brush  to  follow  a  now  empty  streambed  to 
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the  bottom  of  the  ravine.   There  they  walked  across  a  flat 
strip  of  grass,,  well  clipped  by  several  cows,  through  a  palm 
grove  to  the  crescent  of  the  beach  tucked  into  the  sheer  cliffs 
of  the  points  that  stretched  into  the  ocean  on  either  side. 

The  day  passed  as  had  many  others  for  the  young  man. 
Clambering  around  the  rocks  with  his  young  friends,  fishing  and 
diving  into  the  water.  He  broke  open  some  coconuts  when  he  was 
hungry  and  lay  in  the  hot  sand,  staring  at  the  little  waves 
that  washed  against  the  shore.  This  was  paradise  for  the  children, 
but  he  couldn't  ignore  the  restless  uneasy  feeling  inside  him. 
In  the  afternoon  the  men  came  back  from  the  ocean.   He  watched 
them  haul  their  boats  up  the  beach  to  the  shade  of  the  palms. 
They  had  caught  two  sea  turtles.   They  were  leaning  side  by 
side  against  a  tree,  undershell  exposed,  their  beaks  and  flip 
pers  pierced  and  held  tight  with  wire,  shiny  black  eyes  looking 
straight  up,  blinking.   The  men  were  now  rough -housing  with 
the  boys,  especially  the  imp  who  they  swung  and  shook  upside 
down  until  his  laughter  turned  to  screams.   The  young  man 
watched  from  the  side J  Tam  stood  near  him. 

It  came  time  to  go;  the  sun  had  already  dipped  over  the 
other  side  of  the  ravine.   Again  the  four  set  out,  back  across 
the  field  and  up  along  the  stream.   Half  way  up  the  ravine, 
Johnny  yelled  and  pointed  into  the  trees.   "Manacou,  manacou, 
look  it's  a  manacou.' c 

The  three  boys  took  off  after  the  little  creature  as  it 
ran  from  branch  to  branch.  They  were  yelling  and  laughing  as 
they  threw  stones  at  it.   The  young  man  stood  still  for  a 
moment,  then  stooped  to  pick  up  a  rock  from  the  stream  and 
followed  after  the  boys.   They  meanwhile  had  headed  the  manacou 
off  so  that  it  was  coming  back  towards  the  path.  With  a  grow- 
ing feeling  of  tension  in  his  chest,  the  young  man  watched  it 
approach.  He  took  a  step  forward  and  threw.  To  his  surprise 
the  manacou  fell.  The  boys  were  on  it  immediately,  Johnny 
picked  it  up  by  the  tail,  a  small  oppos sum- like  animal. 

:'He  hit  it,  oh  boy,  he  hit  it  J"  yelled  Jimmy,  wide  eyed. 
They  returned  to  the  path  carrying  the  prize.   The  young  man's 
elation  was  beginning  to  dim  somewhat. 

Uhh...what  are  we  going  to  do  with  it?" 

"We "11  take  it  down  to  Port  Elizabeth  and  sell  it,t:  said 
Johnny.   They  eat  them  down  there.'   He  shook  the  little 
animal*  it  seemed  to  move. 

They  continued  up  the  path,  the  boys  swining  and  poking 
at  the  manacou.   A  sinking  feeling  was  gnawing  at  the  young 
man8s  stomach.   As  they  neared  the  top  of  the  ravine,  the 
manacou  gave  a  shudder  and  dazedly  opened  its  eyes. 
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Hey,  it3s  alive'   said  Johnny  as  he  dunked  its  head  in 
a  pool  of  water. 

It  was  too  much.   "Wait  a  second*   Let  that  thing  go  2 
What? 

Come  on,  let  it  go,  we  don't  need   it  and  I  got  it  and  I 
\ 7ant  to  let  it  go . 

They  set  it  down  at  the  uase  of  a  tall  palm  tree.   It  lay 
there  stupidly  as  they  walked  away.   When  they  reached  the 
shack,  they  looked  back  to  see  the  manacou  climbing  slowly 
up  the  tree.   They  were  quiet  for  a  moment.   The  young  man 
feeling  sheepish  and  self  rignteous.   Johnny  was  smiling,  the 
imp  snickered ,  Tarn  scratched  his  head.   Mo  harm  done. 
r7ell,  we  gotta  get  home/1  said  Johnny. 
Yup,  ok c.. see  you  tomorrow ... oh  hey,  don't  forget  the 


basket . 


Tucker  Lindouist 


Old  Roosevelt 

I  always  went  for  a  walk  along  the  Leach  after  supper  in 
the  summer.   Tonight  a  cool  breeze  was  blowing  in  from  the 
southwest  over  the  bay  waters.   Low  tide  —children  were  playing 
happily  on  an  abandoned  trawler  that  beached  here  early  this 
past  spring.   The  gulls  flew  by,  squawking ,  on  their  way  to 
wherever  it  is  they  go  to  at  night. 

I  walked  along  and  looked  for  shells  to  take  home,  what 
I  found  was  a  troubled  gull  whose  wing  appeared  to  be  broken. 
I  walked  over  to  it  and  checked  it  out.   Cure  enough,  it 
couldn't  fly  and  I  carefully  reached  down  and  clutched  it. 
I  intended  to  take  it  to  old  Roosevelt  whom  I  had  noticed 
on  the  beach  tonight. 

Old  Roosevelt  had  spent  his  entire  life  on  the  Cape, 
fishing  the  surrounding  waters.   People  say  he  used  to  be  the 
most  easy-going  man  that  ever  lived  until  his  wife  passed  away 
a  few  months  ago.  When  I  reached  him,  he  was  shuffling  slowly 
along  the  sand,  the  wind  tossing  his  thick  locks  from  side  to 
side  of  his  sea  weathered  face. 

I  said  hello,  catching  my  breath  after  running.   He  turned 
and  cast  his  sun- faded  blue  eyes  over  me  and  nodded. 

Say.  Roosevelt,'  I  questioned,  ;ido  you  know"  how  to  set  a 
wing?   I  found  this  poor  gull  stumbling  about  back  there.    I 
pointed  toward  the  jetty.    Seems  he  can't  fly  'cause  his  wing 
is  broken,  see? 

I  held  the  bird  out  for  him  to  inspect.   He  considered  the 
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gull  reluctantly  and  then  looked  out  toward  the  bay. 

Leave  him  alone,  let  him  die  in  peace/'  he  grunted. 

TTell,   I  countered,   I  thought  perhaps  you  might  know 
about  such  things,  you  being  around  so  long  and  anyway,  I 
thought  you  might  just  show  me  how  to  set  his  wing.' 

lie  turned  and  looked  at  me,  his  blue  eyes  sharp  with 
resentment.   Don't  bother  me  with  such  foolish  notions—look, 
leave  me  alone  and  forget  the  bird/:   Our  eyes  locked  together 
for  what  seemed  to  be  a  long  time. 

I  understand/'  I  said  quietly  and  nodded.   I  walked  past 
him  with  the  gull  held  close  to  me,  talking  to  it  in  reassuring 
tones  as  I  continued  slowly  down  the  beach. 

The  children  had  left  the  boat  and  were  running  back  to  their 
cottages.   The  sun  shone  mellowly  through  the  clouds  as  it  sank 
lower  in  the  sky.   I  was  just  about  to  sit  down  on  a  rock  and 
pull  some  string  out  of  my  pocket  when  I  heard,  r'Hey,  wait  a 
minute-  come  to  think  of  it,  I  recall  way  back  when  I  set 
this  gull c  s  wing. . . :: 

Doucrlas  Caves 


Dying 

I  could  feel  a  cool  breeze  once  in  a  while  as  people  began 
to  gather  all  around.   My  eyes  were  wide  open,  yet  I  couldn't 
see  exactly  what  was  happening.   I  was  half  unconscious  and 
half  conscious.   I  could  hear  the  people  talking  and  mumbling. 
I  couldn't  pick  out  just  what  they  were  all  talking  about  but 
I  wouldn't  have  remembered  anyway.   Jy  body  was  just  in  deep 
paint.   Then  I  started  hearing  sirens.   It  was  getting  closer 
and  closer  and  closer.   Soon,  bright  red  lights  twirled  around 
in  the  cool  night.  The  pain  was  getting  worse  as  two  men 
lifted  me  onto  a  stretcher.   One  of  the  men  pulled  a  blanket 
over  me.   Then  they  carried  me  into  the  ambulance.   I  tried 
to  look  up  but  everything  was  getting  all  blurry  and  dim»   My 
hands  were  numb  and  my  right  foot  was  worse.   I  tried  to  lift 
my  hand  but  it  was  like  it  was  tied  down.   Iy  body  was  scream- 
ing inside  like  .hell.  The  man  next  to  me  kept  wiping  my  fore 
head  and  my  arms.   I  could  barely  see  the  white  cloth  which 
was  getting  red  and  wet.   I  kept  trying  to  lift  up  my  hand  so 
I  could  feel  my  forehead. 

I  finally  got  up  enough  strength  to  reach  my  head.   It 
felt  like  my  skull  was  cracked  and  as  if  there  was  blood 
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pouring  out.  But  it  could  not  Le  because  if  it  was,  I  would 
be  deade   I  could  feel  my  fingers  sinking  deep  into  my  skull . 
Then  I  heard  the  man  say,  "I'm  sorry,  there's  no  chance.   Right 
about  then  I  could  feel  hard  pains  all  over  my  body,  as  if 
someone  hit  me  with  a  bat.   I  began  to  get  weaker,  and  my 
eyes  seemed  to  be  rolling  around  my  head.  Then  another  harder 
pain  hit.   fly  head  was  pounding  like  anything  and  my  heartbeat 
was  stronger.   I  seemed  to  be  going  crazy.   Then  the  man  just 
walked  away.   I  could  not  understand  why  he  did  that.   Then 
another  sharp  hard  pain  '  .hit .... 

Tom  Robichaud 


A  Withered  Rose 

A  large  room  starved  for  light.   A  withered  rose  in  an  old 
bottle.   Dust  gathered  where  someone  once  danced.   Cobwebs  of 
spiders  and  ones  from  lack  of  thought  cling  to  every  unused 
space.   Priceless  chairs  in  ill-repair  due  to  loss  of  interest, 
due  to  lack  of  need.   Once  rich  oriental  carpets  tattered  and 
claimed  to  be  put  to  better  use  by  mice  in  need  of  bedding. 

In  the  dimly  lit  room  sits  an  old  wizened  lady,  lost  in 
her  high-backed  chair ,  caught  in  her  self-made  cell.   The 
remants  of  a  once  beautiful  scarlet  dress  have  conformed  as 
has  her  body  to  the  years.   Lifeless  concave  mirrors  of  the 
past  stare  out  into  nothing  as  the  mind  no  longer  accepts  what 
is  real.   Fleshless  hands  clasped  at  her  waist,  colorless  lips 
pressed  together,  the  gaunt  visage  protrudes  from  a  frame  of 
white  hair. 

Spirits  of  the  past  laughing,  enjoying  her  wiles  to  the 
small  hours  of  the  morning.   Jusicians  playing,  waiters  waiting 
she  dances,  floating  from  room  to  room  as  in  a  dream.   Hen 
falling  at  her  feet,  proclaiming  their  love.   She  laughs  gaily 
and  puts  them  down  with  her  eyes.   Ken  hearing  of  her  beauty 
come  calling  with  roses  and  presents.   She  scorns  them  and 
turns  them  out.   Her  profanities  getting  more  coarse  as  the 
years  sneak  by. 

Caught  unaware,  a  withered  rose  and  an  old  woman  sit  alone, 
expectations  gone  but  spirit  still  dancing. 

Jane  Christopher 
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The  sun  was  just  disappearing  over  the  edge  of  the 
horizon,  a  vibrant  phoenix*  cascading  waves  of  color  and  life 
force  across  the  sky.  We  came  to  the  place  like  so  many  others 
before  us,  in  awe  of  it  all*   The  intensity,  the  range  of 
colors ,  and  the  magnetism. 

The  fire  we  built  was  soon  reaching  upwards,  drawing 
strength  from  each  of  us,  we  drawing  strength  from  it.   Stand- 
ing in  silent  reverence  before  the  crimson  beauty,  I  felt  held 
by  some  stronger  almost  hypnotic  force ,  my  feelings  ranging 
from  ecstasy  to  a  deep  somehow  primeval  fear,  not  understood, 
but  felt  intensely o 

The  flames  seemed  to  sway  to  the  rhythm  of  the  pulsating 
music.   Controlling  the  music.   Being  the  music. 

It  seemed  as  we  stood  rigidly  paralyzed,  rooted  to  the 
earth,  that  each  one  of  us  shared  one  feeling,  yet  we  each 
received  some  special  individual  revelation  from  the  meditation. 

As  the  sky  gradually  changed  from  gray  to  ebony./  unnoticed 
by  us  who  were  so  captivated  by  the  fiery  spectacle  before  us, 
an  abrupt  change  of  mood  enveloped  us  all.   Caught  up  in  the 
gently  oscillating  waves  of  flame,  our  bodies  seemed  intent  on 
imitation,  uncontrolled  by  us.   Swaying  along  with  the  fire, 
we  became  the  fire.  The  fire  became  us.   Our  undulating  bodies 
seemed  to  flow  together,  each  a  scale  more  frenzied  as  the  music 
and  colors  grew  more  intense,  more  insistent,  until  it  was  as 
if  we  were  no  longer  a  part  of  our  bodies,  but  something  out- 
side, looking  down,  a  mere  detached  observer.   ITo  longer  con- 
trolled by  their  their  astral  counterpart,  our  bodies  were 
empty  puppets,  whose  strings  were  pulled  by  a  force  unseen. 

As  the  stimuli  rose  to  a  crescendo,  and  the  music  became 
naught  but  orgiastic  cacaphony.  He  arose,  a  vision  in  the  grey 
haze  of  smoke.   The  Horned  God  of  Wicca,  in  all  his  magnificence 
He  seemed  to  hover  above  the  crude  pentagram,  the  magic  circle 
now  fulfilling  its  purpose.   Ho  sound  emanated  from  this  being, 
but  a  sadness,  a  melancholia  prevailed.   Almost  an  admonition, 
this  desolate  warning  resounded  in  our  heads,  turning  our 
bodies  cold  with  foreboding,  draining  us  of  all  strength.   It 
seemed  as  if  the  white  life  force  was  flowing  out  through 
every  orifice,  leaving  us  vulnerable  to  be  crushed  like  turtle 
eggs  beneath  the  pounding  surf. 

The  skies  seemed  to  open  up  to  us,  bathing  us  with  the 
warm  rain,  clouding  our  vision,  stifling  the  fire.   It  began 
to  rain  harder,  the  droplets  pounding  our  brain,  as  resounding 
as  the  vibraphone.   As  the  last  note  faded  away,  we  fell  prone 
on  the  ground,  void  of  energy,  struggling  to  take  strength  from 
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the  earth  beneath  us . 

With  the  gentle  rising  of  the  sun,  a  feeling  of  warmth 
and  rejuvenation  pervaded  us  all.  And  with  the  remarkable 
adaptability  possessed  by  all  of  us  forced  to  exist  in  this 
world  of  transcience  and  bagatelle,  we  returned.  Something 
lost,  but  something  gained,  along  with  the  realization  that 
we  would  never  again  come  so  close  to  an  understanding  that 
maybe  should  never  be  known. 

Bonnie  Baer 


The  Quick  Trip 

Hey. 

What? 

You  want  to  go  to  Florida? 

What? 

You  want  to  go  to  Florida? 

When? 

Right  now. 

Are  you  crazy? 

no .   Let ■ s  go  right  now  I 

What  about  my  job  with  CBK? 

Screw  your  job*   You  don't  see  me  crying  about  my  job  at 
the  pool  do  you? 

Wo  but . . . 

Look,  aren't  you  going  to  school  in  the  fall?  This  will 
probably  be  the  last  chance  you'll  get  to  take  off. 

You've  been  working  since  March.   Come  on.'   Don't  you  think 
you  need  a  break? 

You  know,  that's  tempting!  But  if  we  do  .  go  right  now,  what 
would  people  say?  You  know  what  my  mother  would  say  when  I 
came  back  donst  you?   You  irresponsible,  immature... 

God  Reynolds,  when  are  you  going  to  leave  her  behind?  You've 
got  your  own  life  to  live.   Are  you  going  to  listen  to  her  for 
the  rest  of  your  life? 

That's  right.   You  know-- J  do  have  my  own  life  to  live. 

Listen,  I've  got  $120.00  on  me  right  now.   Let's  go. 

Ya,  I 'va  got  $50.00 

That's   $210. 00 1     We  should  have  enough  for  a  couple  of 
weeks  anyway. 

And  we  could  always  look  up  Brenda  if  we  needed  a  place 
to  stay. 

Ya,  that's  very  tempting.   But  I  don't  know.  What  will 
everyone  say  when  we  just  disappear? 
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iJho  cares  I     They're  just  cows  anyway.   They  can't  just 
pick  up  and  leave  like  we  can.   Tie  should  consider  ourselves 
lucky . 

Ya,  they  are  caught  in  the  middle  of  it  all.  He  are  not 
tied  down  to  anything,  lie 're  kind  of  lucky. 

They  couldn't  go  if  they  wanted  to. 

OK.'   Let's  go! 

Yal      If  we  leave  now  we'll  be  there  tomorrow  at  3,00. 

Just  think,  tomorrow  at  3; 00.  Wow 2 

Come  on,  let's  go.  But  just  as  we  are. 

Ya,  just  as  we  are. 

How's  your  car  running? 

Just  perfect,  I  just  had  a  tuneup  yesterday. 

Good,  let's  go. 

OK,  we  should  be  there  tomorrow  at  3;  00,  right? 

(That's  wrong? 

lly   battery  must  be  dead,  the  motor  won't  even  turn  over. 

You  stay  in  and  turn  the  key.   I'll  go  have  a  look. 

How  is  it? 

Reynolds,  as  far  as  I  can  see,  it's  not  the  bafctu=»ry,  i-tB*i 
the  motor „ 

What ' s  wrong  with  it? 

It's  gone. . . . 

Bruce  Piermarini 
*     *     * 

The  Barn 

It's  been  two  weeks  since  the  barn  blew  down.   It  happened 
at  night.   I  wasn't  there  when  it  happened,  I  didn't  even  get 
the  details,  but  I  can  feel  how  it  happened.  Through  the 
whistling  of  the  wind,  a  groan,  then  a  shriek,  then  a  crash 
that  sounds  like  a  tree  falling  on  the  house  and  everyone  up 
and  scared  and  talking  in  the  middle  of  the  night,  and  next 
morning  there  is  a  pile  of  tired  old  timbers  and  cracked  shingles 
where  once  stood  the  biggest,  proudest  barn  in  all  Cape  Breton . 
One  man  built  that  barn,  one  man,   it  looked  to  me  like  it  would 
have  taken  ten  men  half  a  lifetime.   One  hundred  and  sixty 
feet  long  and  thirty  five  feet  high,  it  must  have  been  a  spec- 
tacle, before  it  fell  it  was  just  a  sight.   It  was  full  of 
holes  and  the  roof  sagged  and  the  whole  thing  tilted  to  one 
side  where  the  people  who  had  dug  up  the  field  for  gravel 
had  undermined  a  corner.   I  couldn't  understand  that  one.   What 
I  liked  most  about  it  were  the  little  things  like  latches  and 
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hinges  and  shelves,  things  that  made  it  a  good  barn.   God  I 
wish  I  could  have  seen  that  barn  when  it  was  alive,  full  of 
cov7s  and  hay  and  horses  and  manure  and  ducks  and  cats  and 
rats.   If  only... you  know? 

Tucker  Lindcjuist 


The  Ride 

As  Fred  stepped  onto  the  bus,  he  trembled  with  fear.  He 
knew  this  was  going  to  be  one  of  the  longest  rides  to  school 
ever.   As  he  peered  over  his  shoulder,  he  saw  strange  objects 
coming  his  way.   He  ducked,  but  it  was  too  late.   Everything 
from  paperclips  to  bubble  gun  and  bologna  sandwiches  hit  him. 
As  he  dodged  the  rapid  fire  to  the  back  of  the  bus,  he  was 
shoved  and  pushed  around.   By  now  he  had  a  bloody  nose  and  a 
cut  over  his  left  eye.   Then  he  finally  made  it  to  the  back 
of  the  bus,  the  leader  of  the  gang,  Joe  Cool,  stood  up  and 
ordered  Freddie  Fag  to  sit  down.   Fred  dived  into  the  seat 
for  protection,  only  to  find  some  foreign  substance  left  there 
by  a  dog.   The  smell  was  putrid.  After  he  finished  barfing, 
he  was  faced  with  the  task  of  getting  the  shit  off  his  clothes. 
His  actions  were  quick.   He  kicked  the  window  out  (Kung  Fu 
style)  and  dived  out  of  the  bus. 

r7hen  he  woke  up  he  was  in  the  hospital.   His  right  leg 
was  broken.   Fred  had  been  in  his  room  for  no  more  than  ten 
minutes  when  there  was  a  knock  at  the  door.   As  the  door 
opened  he  was  shocked.   It  was  Joe  Cool  and  the  gang  with 
f lowers . 


Hike  Chagnon 


" . .  . the  Legion : s  goin ■ l 

The  house  is  dark  and  silent.   It  is  early  morning  and 
misty.   The  radio  jerks  me  awake  and  I  wonder  if  I  really 
heard  it  or  if  it's  all  a  dream. 

All  home  receivers.  .  .the  Legion's  goin  ' . ;:   I'm  fully 
awake  now,  stumbling  around  in  the  light  my  eye's  aren't  used 
to. 

PUT  ON  THAT  BOX."   In  the  central  station  a  man,  himself 
not  fully  awake  either,  turns  the  knobs  on  the  main  console 


890 

to  read  4  1  street  box  forty -one . 

I'm  pulling  on  pants ,  boots ,  coat,  as  I  hear  the  radio 
start  to  beep  out  the  box. 

Run  out  of  the  house ,  start  the  truck,  and  move,  Lecause 
there's  a  fire  showing  and  usually  it  doesn't  wait.   I  can  see 
the  glov7  in  the  night  sky  as  I  park  the  truck.  'We  pull  the 
heavy  two  and  one  half  inch  canvas  hose  off  the  engine  and  run 
over  to  the  side  of  the  building .   Tom's  on  the  nozzle  as  we 
run  over  to  the  roaring  porch.   I  feel  the  hose  round  out  as 
the  water  surges  through  it  and  I  grab  it  and  lean  towards 
the  nozzleman  to  relieve  the  back  pressure.   Tom  opens  the 
nozzle  and  braces  for  the  pressure  that  doesn't  come. 

'Forget  it,"  Tom  yells,  "we  ain't  got  no  pressure. 

I  let  go  of  the  hose.   Tom's  a  veteran  of  the  Coast  Guard 
and  a  weightlifter,  he  can  easily  handle  the  hose  by  himself 
with  only  forty  pounds  of  pressure.   It's  one-thirty  A. II. 

It's  six  thirty  now  and  the  fire's  out.   The  sun  is  also 
coming  up.   As  I  leave  the  station  I  look  up  the  street  towards 
the  blackened  building.   Back  thirty  years  that  was  the  home 
of  one  of  the  richest  families  in  town.   One  of  the  firefighters 
grew  up  in  that  house.   He  wasn't  in  town  last  night. 

I  suddenly  realize  it's  cold,  and  the  inch  of  water  in 
my  boots  isn't  helping.   "He  wasn't  in  town.  Just  as  well/' 
I  think,  as  I  slog  back  to  the  truck  in  the  crips  morning 
air. 

Richard  Ares 


TJerrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr 

That  was  all  I  heard  as  the  flashing  blue  light  revolved 
around  the  dirt  road. 

?PIey  George,  quick,  take  your  pipe.:: 

;  Bullshit ,  it ' s  yours  now.  "' 

Should  I  run  }em?  No,  then  I'll  be  sent  up  for  sure.   I 
hope  those  meatheads  find  a  good  place  to  put  the  stuff.   I  lay- 
be  I'll  pretend  I  didn't  see  them.  Shit,  I'd  better  stop. 
(Funny  what  goes  through  your  head  when  the  cops  are  on  your 
ass.)  Goddamn  pigs« 

License  and  registration." 

rYes.  officer. : 

"What  are  you  kids  doing  out  here?" 

! Just  riding  around,  officer?  we  didn't  knew  we  were 
bothering  anyone. 
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Dump  out  that  beer  and  get  out  of  here- 

Yes,  officer.   Thanks  a  lot,  officer. 
"Are  they  gone?r 
7:Yuh." 
Goddamn,  no  good,  pain-in -the~ass,  lousy  PIGS. 

Richard  Tomolo 
*     *     * 

Reflections 

I've  been  at  this  party  for  quite  some  time  now,  and  I 
feel  my  end  is  near.   As  I  look  back  on  my  life,  being  a 
pickle  hasn't  been  all  that  bad. 

I  can  still  remember  that  first  day  when  I  was  but  a  tiny 
blossom  teased  into  being  by  morning  sun.  Mom  and  Dad  Vine 
were  very  attached  to  me,  not  like  some  of  the  other  parents  who 
let  their  kids  fall  off  and  rot  before  they  were  ripe  enough. 
Life  was  easy  then  and  I  grew  big  and  strong  in  my  little 
pickle  patch. 

The  day  finally  came  when  I  was  mature  enough  to  face 
my  fate.   I  was  plucked  from  my  parents  clinging  arms  and 
carried  off  into  the  pickle  factory.  What  happened  there  was 
both  fascinating  and  horrifying.   I  saw  my  fellow  pickles  be- 
ing ripped  apart  and  stuffed  into  jars  with,  of  all  people, 
tomatoes.   I  saw  my  fellow  pickles  being  sliced  so  thin  and 
shipped  off  to  a  place  called  HacDonalds  to  wither  between 
ketchup  and  mustard.   I  saw  the  bruised  bodies  of  my  un- 
healthy fellow  pickles  being  tossed  aside  to  rot  in  the  gar 
bage  of  the  pickle  factory «   Because  I  was  good,  I  was  spared 
the  slicer  and  placed  whole  into  a  jar  called  ::Delmonte. 

We  hadn't  been  on  the  A&P  shelf  long  before  a  human  being 
came  and  took  us  home.  Well,  that's  how  I  came  to  be  at  this 
party  and  ...01!  NO'   There  goes  the  cover.   Lookout,  here  comes 
the  fork!   Theysve  chosen  me!   Anyway,  like  I  said  before, 
being  a  pickle  wasn't  all  that  bad.   After  all,  what  better 
way  is  there  to  go  than  between  a  ham  sandwich. 

Ann  Conant 


Dog  Catcher 

Here,  little  doggie.   Come  here.   I  won't  hurt  you.   That's 
a  nice  doggie.   Into  the  truck  you  go.   Ha J   Ha'   You  fool! 
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what  you  get  for  wandering  around  all  alone., "  Boy,  I 
love  this  job,  riding  around  all  day  doing  nothing  but  ridding 
the  streets  of  these  dangerous  strays.   Great  I      There's  another 
one-   r:Here,  boy.   Come  to  Charlie.'   Hm!   This  one's  a  little 
stubborn.   Good  thing  I  brought  along  these  bones.   Last  one. 
I'll  have  to  stock  up  tonight.   "Here,  boy— food!   Right  up 
in  the  truck.   That's  a  good  boy.   Sucker  I "  Well,  that's  my 
quota  for  today.   I  guess  I  can  go  home  nov7.  I7aw,  I'm  having 
so  much  fun  I  think  I'll  prowl  around  a  while  longer.   I 
love  being  a  dog  catcher.   There's  a  Dachsund.   I  hate  those 
little  bastards.   I  think  I'll  snag  him.   So  what  if  he  is 
tied  to  that  parking  meter.   :You  little  bugger.  You're  coming 
with  me.   Quit  fighting  or  you  won't  make  it  to  the  truck.'17 

Hey,  mister.  What1  re  you  doing  with  my  dog?c: 

Well,  ah...   I  better  think  fast.   "Well,  he  looked  so 
lonely  just  sitting  there  so  I  decided  to  play  with  him  until 
you  came  out  of  the  store.' 

t:Gee,  that  was  nice  of  you.   Hey,  thanks  a  lot." 
'Don't  mention  it.11  That  was  close.   I'd  better  be  careful 
from  now  on  or  someone  might  report  me  and  I'll  lose  my  job. 
Then  I'd  have  to  find  another  one  and  go  back  to  work.   I  guess 
I'll  just  call  it  a  day.  Wait  a  second I   That  German  Shepherd 
doesn't  look  like  he  belongs  to  anyone.   Just  the  kind  the 
boss  wants  for  a  pet  for  his  kid.   Maybe  if  I  can  grab  him, 
I'll  get  a  bonus.   "Here  boy.   Come  on.   Don't  be  afraid  of  me. 
I  won't  hurt  you."   I  sure  wish  I  had  another  bone.   c:Just 
take  it  easy  while  I  put  this  rope  around  your  neck.,:  Just  a 
little  closer  now.   Gotchal'T 
Growl.'   EiteJ   Bite  J 

Argh'   Down,  boy,  down'   I  didn't  mean  it.   Ouch  J   Let 
go  of  my  leg!   Help,  somebody'.   If  you  get  off  me  now,  I  might 
consider  letting  you  go . " 
Growl'   Bite  again' 

Help.'   I  was  only  kidding.   I  promise  I'll  let  you  go. 
Somebody,  please  help  me.'  ' 

r Rover,  get  off  that  man  this  instant J   Here,  let  me  help 
you  up-   I'm  awfully  sorry  about  this.   I  really  don't  underr 
stand  what  got  into  him.   He's  normally  very  gentle i1 

It's  alright.   I'm  okay.   I'm  sure  he  didn't  mean  it. 
Maybe  my  uniform  aggravated  him.  Well,  goodbye'1   Damn  I 
Does  my  leg  hurt!   Now  I'll  probably  have  to  pay  for  a  new 
uniform.  What  a  lousy  job  this  is.   I'm  going  to  look  for  a 
new  one  first  thing  tomorrow  morning. 

Russell  Crubbs 
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The  Shoplifter 

It  was  our  weekly  smoke- out  at  Kerthel's  barn.   He  bought 
some  really  good  Columbian  that  he  wanted  us  to  try,  after 
ally  he  always  does  come  through.  T7e  must  have  smoked  for 
two  hours  straight — shotguns-- the  whole  works. 
"Wow  man,  am  I  blown  off.   Anyone  else? 

Who  wouldn't  be  after  that?  I'm  hungry,  Jesus  am  I 
hungry  2 

How  does  potatoe  chips  and  onion  dip  sound? c 

Great,  and  some  cold  milk  and  oatmeal  cookies— oh  my 
God™— I've  really  got  the  munchies.: 

'Alright  whose  turn  is  it  to  go  shopping?  I  went  last 
week , r 

I  think  it's  Emery's  turn,  isn't  it?7' 

Yeah,  it's  mine  alright.   O.K.   Everyone  put  the  money 
in  the  hat.   Hey  Herthel,  could  you  drive  me  down  so  we  can  take 
the  purple  Studebaker?  I'm  ready  for  a  show  tonight.   I  love 
the  look  on  all  the  peoples  faces  when  they  see  the  desert 
scene  on  the  trunk,  with  the  buzzards  with  their  fat  bellies 
in  that  tree . r: 

Great  idea  Emery-  very  intelligent  idea.   Did  everyone 
give  us  some  money?  Let's  go'" 

We  smoked  some  more  on  the  way  to  the  supermarket  and  by 
the  time  we  got  there,  we  forgot  what  they  wanted  back  at 
the  barn.  We  figured  all  we  could  do  would  be  to  "cruise" 
the  aisles  until  we  found  something  that  caught  our  tastebuds. 

Herthel  parked  the  Stude  in  a  corner  of  the  parking  lot 
so  no  one  could  hit  it  and  we  proceeded  into  the  store.   It  was 
the  usual  scene,  dodging  shopping  carts,  mothers  bitching  at 
their  kids  to  leave  things  alone  and  husbands  begging  their 
wives  to  cut  down  on  the  food  bill.  We  started  in  aisle  one 
and  took  it  from  there. 

Emery,  look  how  prices  are  going  up.  What  a  rip -off.   The 
food  industry  is  really  ripping  off  the  public,  too  bad  the 
public  couldn't  find  a  way  to  rip  the  industry  off.E: 

As  we  rounded  the  corner  of  aisle  one,  we  weren't  met  by 
the  usual  shopping  cart,  but  by  a  man  pushing  a  wheelchair. 
Its  peculiar  enough  to  see  someone  pushing  a  wheelchair  in  a 
supermarket,  but  the  wheelchair  itself  was  really  odd  in  the 
fact  that  there  was  nothing  normal  about  this  entire  operation. 

First  of  ally  the  wheelchair  itself  had  a  compressed  gas 
bottle  mounted  on  the  rear  and  a  hose  running  into  the  pocket 
of  the  cape  worn  by  the  odd  looking  character  who  was  pushing 
the  wheelchair.   The  weirdest  thing  was  that  the  elderly  lady 
who  was  sitting  in  the  chair,  her  head  seemed  to  swivel  in 
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perfect  rhythm  with  the  turning  of  the  wheels.   Even  worse 
was  the  fact  that  she  had  a  pelican  in  a  sidecar  attached 
to  the  chair o   God,  she  must  be  eccentric. 

'r.le   met  "the  scenec:  in  each  aisle  and  each  time,  the  pelican 
pouch  seemed  to  be  getting  larger.   After  meeting  this  per- 
formance for  the  third  time,  we  decided  to  follow  them.   Yes, 
indeed,  this  was  a  show,  if  we've  ever  seen  one.  We  noticed 
that  the  faster  he  pushed  the  chair,  the  faster  the  lady ' s 
head  turned.   T7e  kept  our  distance,  so  they  wouldn't  realize 
we  were  following  them.   The  dud  pushing  the  chair  was  really 
keeping  an  eye  on  things,  and  we  didn't  want  him  to  see  us 
laughing  at  him. 

He  guided  the  chair  to  the  right  and  pulled  up  next  to 
the  soup  counter  and  stopped.   The  man  was  talking  to  the  lady, 
asking  her  what  soup  she  wanted.   The  odd  thing  was  she  was 
looking  in  the  wrong  direction J   He  Lacked  the  chair  up  until 
her  head  turned  right.   He  reached  into  his  cape  and  at  the 
same  time  there  was  a  faint  click  and  then  the  lady's  head 
fell  Lack.   Oh  God,  did  that  give  us  a  rush!   It  wasn't  really 
a  lady— it  was  just  a  sophisticated  manniken  with  a  hinge  on 
her  neck.   Then  some  mechanical  hand  with  all  types  of  pulleys 
and  wheels  came  out  of  her  neck  and  grabbed  a  can  of  soup. 
TJhen  the  can  became  positioned,  the  pelican's  beak  opened, 
the  "arm"  swiveled  over  and  dropped  it  into  the  pelican's 
pouch.   The  arm  returned,  the  beak  closed  and  then  they  went 
on  their  way.   This  procedure  happened  several  more  times 
while  we  were  watching  and  we  began  to  wonder  if  it  was  real. 
This  guy  must  be  a  genius . 

Ke  went  through  seven  aisles  and  finally  came  to  the 
eighth  aisle.  There  was  a  big  sale  on  watermelons.   They 
were  piled  in  a  ten-foot-tall  pyramid.   He  stopped  by  them 
and  looked  at  them  as  if  to  wonder  if  he  could  fit  one  last 
item  in  the  pouch  of  :Mr.  Pelican. "   I  said  to  myself  No 
way- -he's  going  to  blow  it  this  time.   It  couldn't  possibly 
fit.81 

Fie  did  it,  though.   Ho  one  can  pass  a  sale  anyway,  right? 
In  the  usual  fashion,  her  head  went  back  but  instead  of  a 
hand  coming  out,  a  suction  cup  came  out  and  felt  around  as 
if  to  find  the  best  one.   This  topped  it  all,  the  cup  leeched 
onto  one  in  the  middle  of  the  pile.   The  pelican's  pouch  was 
full,  so  the  arm  tried  to  pull  the  watermelon  through  the 
lady's  neck  cavity  into  her  belly.  What  a  device  this  was. 
One  trouble  though,  the  operator  under-estimated  the  size 
of  the  neck  to  the  size  of  the  melon.   The  cup  was  struggling 
aimlessly  to  get  that  watermelon  into  that  lady. 
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Then  cane  a  rumble  from  the  pile  of  melons.   This  caught 
our  attention  immediately .   The  pile  just  seemed  to  explode. 
Out  jumped  some  creature.   It  looked  like  a  human  police 
cruiser.  On  its  head  it  wore  what  appeared  to  be  a  welder's 
helmet  painted  with  psychedelic,  black- light  paint  which 
glowed  wildly  as  a  black- light  beacon  mounted  on  the  helmet 
revolved.   There  also  was  a  big  bright  red  plume  on  the  back 
of  the  helmet.   On  his  feet  he  wore  stainless  steel  Loots 
with  individual  toe  slots  that  were  pointed  and  had  rubies 
for  toenails.   The  boots  had  large  spurs  on  the  back  of  them. 
He  wore  black  tights  and  a  yellow  cape.   He  was  barechested 
except  for  some  fluorescent  green  letters  saying  "Unit  69 
spread  across  his  chest.   He  wore  a  wide,  leather  belt  and 
a  siren  for  a  belt  buckle  and  a  public  address  system. 

He  went  charging  at  the  wheelchair  and  announced  that 
they  were  under  arrest  for  shoplifting.   I  thought  they  were 
cornered- -this  was  it.   To  my  surprise  the  operator  whipped 
open  his  capey  pressed  a  red  button  marked  c:emergency'  and 
there  was  a  loud  hissing  noise  as  the  compressed  gas  bottle 
came  to  life.   The  tires  of  the  chair  inflated  to  fifteen  times 
their  nomal  size,  and  they  floated  through  a  skylight  through 
the  roof. 

Herthel  looked  at  me  and  when  I  got  my  mouth  to  open,  I 
said,  T7ow,  Herthel,  that  was  really  good  smoke!" 

Sharon  ITiemi 


Old  Faithful 

I'm  a  ski  nut.   A  few  years  back,  I  was  also  a  Jean- Claude 
Killy  nuto   He  was  my  hero.   He  was  fantastic.   He  could  do 
anything  on  skis.   The  way  he  came  speeding  down  those  trails, 
snow  flying. . -it  was  just  breathtaking.   To  a  seventeen  year 
old  beginner,  it  was  my  impossible  dream.   Why  I  actually 
cried  when  he  won  his  gold  medals  in  the  Olympics.   i\nd  be- 
sides his  terrific  ability  on  skis,  he  wasn't  bad  looking. 
In  fact,  he  was  very  handsome  and  that  French  accent.0 

Anyway,  you  can  just  imagine  my  excitement  when  I  heard 
he  was  going  to  be  at  the  ski  show  in  Boston.   Think  of  how 
few  people  get  to  see  their  heroes  in  the  flesh.   Look  at 
Buffalo  Bill,  you  can't  <=ven  visit  his  grave.   He's  buried 
in  five  different  states.   Or  look  at  Superman,  he's  not  even 
real.  &n&   even  if  he  was,  you'd  probably  only  get  to  meet 
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clutzy  Clark  Kent.   You  can  understand  why  I  had  to  go;  I 
was  one  of  the  few  hero  worshippers  able  to  see  their  real , 
honest-to~goodness,  living  here 

I  never  thought  the  day  would  come  but  my  calendar  was 
right  and  Sunday  finally  came  after  Saturday.   My  girlfriend 
and  I  hopped  into  my  blue  19 C2  V.W.  and  were  off.   Granted 
my  bug  wasn't  in  fantastic  shape,  but  it  wouldn't  let  me 
down,  not  on  such  an  important  occasion .   Old  faithful  started 
making  funny  noises  as  we  approached  downtown  Boston .   Didn't 
the  bastard  die  right  in  the  middle  of  four  lanes  of  traffic! 
naturally  the  gas  station  was  on  the  other  side  of  the  high- 
way o   Sheryl  and  I  pointed  Old  Faithful  at  the  station  and 
pushed o   The  attendant  was  waiting  for  us.   He  must  have 
come  out  to  see  why  all  the  horns  were  blowing . 
Can  I  do  something  for  you  ladies?5 

TJhat  luck,  I  thought,  I'm  in  the  middle  of  a  catastrophe 
and  we  have  a  comedian  for  a  mechanic . 

'Something  is  wrong  with  my  car..   It  won't  go  any  more.   Can 
you  fix  it  without  going  over  $7*50,  and  hurry? 'J 

Mr.  Comedian  examined  my  engine  for  an  eternity.   Ee  finally 
stood  up  and  wiping  his  greasy  hands  on  even  greasier  pants 
he  began  Old  Faithful's  epitaph. 

Think  of  your  car  as  a  human  being.   It  needs  love,  exer- 
cise and  most  important,  food  to  live.1 

rYes  sir,"   I  replied  patiently,  "what  kind  of  food? 
Oil,  kid,  your  car  just  starved  to  death." 

Ann  Con ant 


The  Golden  Gloves 
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Hey. . .hey  you, 
[T7ho?„.  .ITe? 

Yah,  you.   Do  you  want  to  fight  in  the  Golden  Gloves  to 
night? 

; >7ell .  . .  I  don '  t  know .  -: 
rv/in  or  lose  you  get  eight  bucks.  ? 
'Gee,  I  could  use  the  money." 

Ya,  ya,  okay,  be  at  the  A.C.  club  tonight  at  G^QO.1 
Oh  boy,  what  did  I  get  myself  into? 

I  showed  up  at  6.00  just  like  he  said.   I  went  into  the 
gym  and  immediately  spotted  the  punching  bags  dangling  in  the 
air.   I  hit  them  a  few  times.   Hit  them?  I  clobbered  them, 
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picking  up  a  little  reassurance.  We  drove  down  to  the 
auditorium  where  we  fight. 

Time  is  getting  near,  my  hands  are  being  wrapped;  I'll 
kill  the  guy  I  say,  trying  to  reassure  myself.   Nov;  I  see 
all  the  other  fighters;  they  all  look  so  determined,  so 
experienced ,  so  goddamn  big!   Oh  boy  what  did  I  get  myself 
into? 

Time  for  physicals  now.  Ilaybe  my  blood  pressure  will  be 
too  high.   Oh,  maybe  my  heart  will  be  beating  too  fast. 
Christ,  that  stethoscope  is  cold.   Shit,  I  passed.   Looks 
like  I'll  have  to  fight.   How  I5ve  got  my  bout  number.   I3 11 
be  fighting  the  fifth  bout.   Gee,  I  wonder  who  my  opponent 
will  be?  If  only  I  could  get  a  look  at  him,  what  for?   I'll 
only  worry  more.   As  if  I'm  not  worried  enough;  I  see  all 
those  other  fighters  coming  in  from  their  bouts.   Christ i... 
did  that  really  happen  to  him  in  there?  What  did  he  fight, 
a  gorilla?  How  they're  called  for  a  stretcher'   Omigod,  what 
did  I  get  myself  into?  Well,  I'm  next,  if  I'm  lucky  nobody  will 
notice  my  bowlegged  knees  knocking.   Huh,  that's  a  good  one, 
that B  s  like  asking  people  not  to  notice  a  nude  stripper  in 
Times  Square  at  lunch  hour!   Now  I  climb  into  the  ring. 

Wow,  look  at  all  these  people^  they're  all  looking  at  me. 
I  hope  my  hair  is  combed,  you  know  how  I  never  part  it  right. 
I  look  down  to  make  sure  my  knees  aren't  knocking,  but  of 
course  they  are.   I  wonder  if  anyone  I  know  is  out  there?  Of 
course  there' is.  There  are~5J00Q  people  out  there. 
Come  on  quit. = .my  god,  he's  a  miniature  Hercules.  With  a 
build  like  that,  all's  he  has  to  do  is  look  at  people  and 
they'll  fall  down.   I  wonder  how  old  he  is?  It  looks  like 
he  could  have  fought  when  Joe  Louis  was  fighting.   Ohhhh  he's 
gonna  kill  me.   What  did  I  get  myself  into?   I  knew  I  should 
have  gone  to  church  Sunday.   Someone  pray  for  me.'  Now  I've 
got  to  fight-  just  don't  make  a  fool  of  myself.   A  smile 
crosses  my  face  as  I  remember  the  story  of  the  guy  who  came 
out  here,  took  off  his  robe  and  realized  he  had  forgotten 
his  trunks  now  I  realize  how  that  could  happen.   The  sound 
created  by  the  bell  brings  me  back  to  reality,  here  he  comes, 
swinging  his  arms  wildly  like  a  hate-filled,  crazy  demon 
from  the  devil's  own  harem.  Well  ya  did  it  this  time,  at 
least  make  a  fight  of  it,  don't  look  like  a  fool.   I  fought 
back,  I  hit  him  with  a  jab,  then  a  right,  now  all  sanity  and 
common  sense  was  gone.   Oblivious  to  all  around  me  except  this 
miniature  Hercules.   I  hit  him  again.   He's  going  down,  he 
can't  get  up.   Did  I  do  it?  Had  I  won?  Won?  If  he  gets  up 
he'll  kill  me.   I'm  so  tired  I  can  hardly  stand;  my  legs  are 
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like  rubber,  my  hands  like  lead.   Yes,  I  had  won,  but  what 
an  experience.   He  can't  get  up;  thank  God,  someone  must've 
prayed  for  me.  next  time,  who  knows •••with  practice 


9  e  o  o 


Chris  Finnigan 


Encounter 

It  could  have  been  any  day.   I  was  sitting  in  the  lounge 
between  classes  when  she  walked  in.   I  was  alone  so  I  went 
over  and  sat  down  with  her.   I  only  know  her  from  a  couple 
of  classes  so  we  sat  and  talked  about  those  classes. 

The  converdation  rambled  on  for  a  while  when  I  started  to 
take  notice  of  her*   She  had  a  deep  alto  voice  which  could  be 
either  barely  audible  or  quite  powerful.   Her  lips  moved  only 
a  little  bit  as  she  talked,  but  enough  to  show  a  bright  set 
of  white  teeth  which  could  easily  burst  into  a  smile  at  any 
moment.   Eer  skin  was  light  and  showed  no  telltale  lines  or 
blotches  left  by  Tax  Factor  or  I"aybelline0   Her  face  was 
framed  in  a  dark  curling  stream  of  hair  which  cascaded  off 
her  shoulders  and  disappeared,  flowing  softly  down  her  back. 
As  I  watched  her  speak  and  studied  the  features  of  her  face, 
I  felt  my  eyes  move  to  meet  hers  and  I  soon  realized  that 
I  was  staring  at  her. 

In  the  moment  I  felt  my  gaze  I  turned  away,  embarrassed 
perhaps  at  the  intimate  bridge  I  had  placed  between  us  though 
it  only  lasted  a  few  seconds,  then  crumbled  to  dust.   I  glanced 
at  the  clock,  and  noticed  that  a  couple  of  people  had  sat  at 
our  table.   T7e  started  to  talk  once  again  and  I  found  my  eyes 
wandering  back  to  hers.   Hesitatingly,  I  built  my  bridge 
again  and  this  time  daringly  crossed  over  to  see  if  I  could 
tunnel  a  way  into  her  mind  and  place  there  my  own  thought, 
bringing  back  whatever  she  would  give  to  me.   I  watched  her 
eyes,  blue  they  were,  blue  as  the  ocean  is  on  a  clear  fall 
morning  when  the  sun  first  adds  light  to  the  sky  and  the 
sky  drops  its  light  into  the  depths  of  the  sea  and  each  salty 
droplet  savours  the  light  and  echoes  it  back  at  us. 

I  watched  and  she  watched  me. 

"Hey,  Bruce.'7 

rEuh?  ~7hat?:   In  a  flash  I  was  back  in  reality,  Ray 
was  standing  there  with  a  question  about  some  '  problem  he 
was  having  in  biology.   I  explained  it  to  him  and  looking 
at  the  clock  realized  I  should  be  gone.   Halfway  to  my  car 
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I  stopped o   I  scratched  my  beard  and  I  tried  to  think  of 
what  I  was  thinking  about  before  Ray  interrupted  my  train 
of  thought o   I  stared  for  several  seconds  at  the  gray  tar, 
pale  and  cracked  with  years  of  wear,  but  it  was  cold  and 
I  was  latea 

Bruce  Gibbs 


The  Sound  of  Silence 

It  was  on  a  hot  summer  day  it  happened.   I've  never  told 
anyone  before,  partly  because  it  isn't  very  important -  but 
mostly  because  I'm  just  a  little  ashamed  of  myself.   But  I 
think  about  it  now  and  again,  and  about  how  far  I'm  willing 
to  go  to  defend  those  principles  I  claim  to  believe  in.... 

Well  anyway,  like  I  said,  it  was  a  hot  Texas  summer  day 
and  I  was  trying  to  thumb  a  ride  from  Forst  Sam  Houston  and 
the  U.S.  Army  which  I  was  sick  of,  to  home  which  I  was  sick 
for. 

It  must  have  been  hours  that  I  stood  there  beside  that 
road,  my  feet  were  sore,  and  I  was  soaking  wet  from  the  in- 
side out.   I  was  about  to  give  up  when  along  ccmes  a  red 
pick- up  truck.   It  stops  along  beside  me,  and  the  door  swings 
open.   Let  me  tell  you,  it  didn't  take  me  long  to  climb  into 
that  cab,  and  when  we  got  going  that  wind  blowing  in  the  open 
window  felt  real  good. 

But  then  the  man  under  the  big,  white  Stetson  started 
talking  and  things  started  to  go  sour. 
Sure  is  hot,  nigger  weather.  ■' 

I  said  nothing. 

He  glanced  at  my  uniform. 

:  Yer  in  the  Army ,  huh? cr 
Yah,  unfortunately,  but  I'm  going  home  for  a  while." 

r Ya  have  any  trouble  with  darkies  in  your  outfit.   That's 
all  they  know  how  to  do— make  trouble  and  kids,  then  raise 
3 em  to  live  off  welfare.'7 

I  said  nothing. 
They  ought  to  send  them  all  back  where  they  belong.1" 

I  said  nothing. 

cYa  may've  noticed/    he   says  like  it's   a  big   joke,     3I  don't 
much  like  spades. 

And  I  don't  much  like  bigots ,  let  me  out."— No  that's  what 
I  should  have  said  to  maybe  make  him  examine  his  attitudes,  - 
or  at  least  to  avoid  assent  by  silence.   But  it  was  hot,  I  was 
tired-  -And  I  said  nothing. 

Ken  Peasley 
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Auto  Ureck 

It  all  happened  so  quickly  I   The  ambulance/  at  top  speed, 
darted  through  the  traffic  jam  to  get  to  the  scene  of  the 
accident . 

The  doors  leap  open,  stretchers  are  laid  out,  and  the 
mangled  are  lifted  to  be  taken  to  the  hospital.   The  ambulance 
moves  away  as  the  doors  are  closed. 

The  crowd  still  remains  as  the  cops  sweep  glass  and  debris 
to  the  side  of  the  street  and  into  the  gutter.   One  is  still 
taking  down  information  as  another  picks  up  the  blood-  stained 
clothing  that's  strewn  all  around. 

The  mob  still  muffled  with  curiosity  stares  at  the 
mutilated  masses  of  steel. 

ttobody  knew  who  they  were,  yet  everyone  felt  their  pain 
and  agony  and  a  feeling  of  gloom  and  despair  was  expressed 
in  their  faces. 

Some  begin  to  turn  away  because  they  can't  take  any  more, 
yet  others  leave  because  the  excitement  has  ended. 

I  turn  my  back  because  I  want  to  forget  that  death  awaits 
me  too,  someday' 

Diane  LeDlanc 


I  Want  To  Rot 

nhen  I  die  I  want  to  rot. 

I  don't  want  to  lie  there 

Like  some  dummy  in  a  business  suit 

In  a  semi-precious  box 

In  an  empty  cesspool  tomb. 

I  don't  want  wood  and  metal  and  concrete 

Between  this  body  and  the  Earth  from  which  it  came 

I  want  this  container  to  get  recycled. 

Let  the  worms  eat  it. 

Let  it  grow  in  trees  and  grasses 

And  flow  in  streams  and  oceans 

And  fly  through  the  sky  in  wings. 

Let  the  Earth  take  it  back  easy, 

It  will  anyway  you  know 

Oh  I  don't  really  care, 

I  mean  I'll  be  dead 

So  it  won't  matter,  right? 

But  I3 11  tell  you, 

I  truly  hope 

You  let  me  rot. 

Tucker  Lindquist 


100. 
200  I3PH 

I  down  my  scotch -on~the~rocks ,  (Chevas  Regal,  of  course) 
and  slap  a  pound  note  on  the  slick,  mahogany  counter  top» 
I  bid  farewell  to  my  companions,  open  the  huge  oak  door, 
and  exit  into  the  brisk,  fog -bound  English  evening.,   Hy 
boots  glisten  damply  as  I  trudge  across  the  vret  gravel 
road.   Then  the  fog  parts,  and  I  see  her.,   My  car,  that 
is o   Shining  in  the  dim  moonlight,  my  car  looks  like  a  tiger, 
crouching,  just  waiting  to  spring  at  a  seconds  notice.   My 
machine  is  a  Ilaserati,  a  five-speed,  12= cylinder,  300  horse- 
power hunk  of  raw  excitement.   The  key  turns  easily  and  the 
door  opens  with  a  satisfying  "Kachunck."   I  brush  the  soil 
off  the  bottom  of  my  boots  and  enter.   I  wait  a  few  seconds 
as  my  body  settles  into  the  soft  leather  bucket  seats,  slide 
on  my  Italian  racing  gloves,  adjust  the  mirror,  and  turn  on 
the  ignition.   Instantly,  every  part  of  the  car  awakens. 
It  is  glad  to  be  alive  again,  and  I  can  feel  it.   Mentally, 
I  hear  the  car  say  to  me  that  it  is  ready  for  action.   I  nod 
silently.   So  am  I. 

I  push  in  the  clutch,  press  the  accelerator,  and  jam  the 
shift  into  first.   I  ask  myself  again  if  I  am  ready.   In 
response,  my  left  foot  comes  off  the  clutch  and  my  right 
jams  the  gas  pedal  to  the  floor.   I  sink  further  into  my 
seat,  feeling  the  tires  claw  at,  and  throw  up  gravel;  and  I 
hear  the  sharp  squeal  as  the  roaring  rubber  rips  at  the  road. 
This  is  music,  music  keeping  beat  with  the  pounding  of  the 
twelve  pistons,  firing  off  in  perfect  synchronization.   I 
make  three  more  quick  shifts  and  glance  down  at  the  speedometer 
It  says  80.   ly  heart  starts  to  pound.   I  twitch  the  steering 
wheel  a  few  centimeters  to  the  left,  and  we  roar  around  a 
curve.   The  blood  is  roaring  in  my  ears,  and  my  dashboard 
reads  90.   I  hit  a  turn  once  more,  and  as  I  clear  the  turn, 
stretching  out  in  front  of  me  is  the  longest  and  flattest 
straight-away  I  have  ever  seen  in  my  life.   I  can  really  open 
it  up  now 5   I  shift  into  fifth,  and  the  car  and  I  have  hit 
110c.. 120.   I!y  breath  and  pulse  increase  sharply  and  beads 
of  sweat  form  on  my  brow.   Still  staring  straight  ahead  into 
the  fog,  I  reach  carefully  over  and  switch  her  into  overdrive. 
The  revs  slow  down,  and  I  ram  the  gas  pedal  to  the  floorboards. 
Sweat  is  drenching  me  as  we  pass  the  160  mph.  mark,  still 
accelerating.   Another  surge  of  power  and  we  reach  that  magic 
number  200  mph.   I  have  almost  reached  our  limit.   The  power 
plant  whines  at  the  incredible  speed,  and  I  am  breathing  in 
huge  gulps.   Suddenly,  my  senses  are  assaulted  by  the  most 
fantastic  pounding  on  my  side  window.  I  turn  my  head  in 
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astonishment,  and  I  am  terrified  to  see  an  unbelievably 
ugly  face  pressed  against  the  glass,  living  with  rage' 
lly   mind,  already  running  at  top  speed,  has  now  completely 
blown!   I  hear  a  screeching  voice  yell; 
Get  the  Hell  out  of  that  car  I     Now!t: 
I  can  smell  the  fuses  and  wires  burning  up  in  my  brain 
as  I  struggle  to  produce  a  clear  thought.  What??  This  is 
my  Ma se rati 

Suddenly  I  realize  where  I  am.   I  crawl  across  the  seat, 
open  the  door.-  and  step  out  onto  the  driveway. 

What  in  God's  name  were  you  doin'  in  there? "  my  father 
shouts o   Silently,  I  slam  the  door  of  my  Dad's  '69  Buick, 
and  head  for  the  house. 

'Hmmmm.0.:I  think,  ::Iaybe  tomorrow  I'll  drive  the  Porsche 

John  Shaffer 


Just  Before  Finals 

Well  the  time  of  reconning  has  come.  All  semester  I've 
been  goofing  off,  just  putting  in  time  so  I  could  collect 
that  check  every  month  from  Uncle  Sam.   But  not  really  working 
at  it.  What  is  there  to  work  at?  How  much  of  this  will  I 
want  to  remember  after  the  grades  are  in? 

After  all  we  are  all  conditioned  to  want  good  grades  •  -if 
we're  students  on  the  Dean's  List  (posted  somewhere  on  a 
bulletin  board  that  no  one  reads)  .   If  we  work—a  promotion, 
(lore  money  and  a  higher  incidence  of  ulcers.)   So  we're 
evaluated,  and  tend  to  accept  the  verdict  as  an  estimation 
of  our  worth o   The  emphasis  is  not  on  whether  we  did  the 
best  we  could 3   but  on  our  'success51  or  :i failure'— not  on 
what  we've  learned,  but  on  the  grade  we  were  given. 

And  what  have  I  learned?  A  bunch  of  facts,  few  of  them 
very  important  to  me,  and  all  of  them  easily  found  in  a  library 
if  I  had  need  of  them. 

I  read  a  book  today  -  Jonathan  Livingston  Seagull  by 
Richard  Bach— mostly  because  everyone  else  has.   I  understand 
it's  supposed  to  be  very  profound.   I'm  sure  I'm  not,  but 
it  did  make  me  wonder  if  there  might  not  be  a  better  way  to 
motivate  people.   If  value  judgements  have  to  be  made,  why 
can't  it  be  on  the  basis  of  how  nearly  the  student  has  fulfilled 
his  potential?  Why  can't  we  choose  what  we  want  to  learn, 
what  will  be  of  use  to  us?  lost  of  all,  why  can't  we  be 
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encouraged  and  trusted  to  find  within  ourselves  the  desire 
for  excellence  in  what  we  do? 

What  does  all  this  mean?  I  don't  know,  and  anyway,  I've 
got  studying  to  do,  facts  to  memorize,  so  I  can  pass  the 
test,  so  I  can  get  on  the  Dean's  List  that  nobody  reads . 

Ken  Peas ley 


